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DISTRICT  OF  MASSACHUSETTS,  TO  WIT  : 

District  Clerk's  OJiee. 

Be  It  remembered,  that  on  the  tenth  day  of  August,  A.D.  1827,  in 
the  fifty-second  year  of  the  Independence  of  the  United  States  of  Amer- 
ica, Wm.  Emmons,  of  the  said  district,  has  deposited  inthis  Oflfice,  the 
Title  of  a  Book,  the  right  whereof  he  claims  as  Proprietor,  in  the 
words  following,  to  wit: 

"  The  FREDONIAD  ;  or  Independence  Preserved.  A  Poem  on 
the  Jate  War.    By  Richard  Emmons,  M.  D.    In  four  volumes." 

In  conformity  to  the  act  of  the  Congress  of  the  United  States, 
entitled,  '  An  act  for  the  encouragement  of  learning,  by  securing  the 
copies  of  maps,  charts,  and  books,  to  the  authors  and  proprietors  of 
such  copies,  during  the  times  therein  mentioned;"  and  also  to  an  act 
entitled,  "  An  act  supplementary  to  an  act,  entitled,  an  act  for  the 
encouragement  of  learning,  by  securing  the  copies  of  maps,  charts  and 
books  to  the  authors  and  proprietors  of  such  copies  during  the  times 
therein  mentioned ;  and  extending  the  benefits  thereof  to  the  arts  of 
designing,  engraving  and  etching  historical  and  other  prints." 

JOHN  W.  DAVIS,  Clerk  of  the  District  of  Massachtmttt. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  GENERAL  LAFAYETTE. 


I  paused — but  the  pause  was  momentary — It  was 
not  possible  to  hesitate  long  in  selecting  a  name, 
through  which  to  introduce  my  poem  to  the  publick. 
What  name,  registered  among  the  benefactors  of 
mankind,  stands  so  conspicuous,  at  this  time,  as  the 
name  of  Lafayette  ?  Our  Washington,  our  Frank- 
lin, our  Adams,  our  Jefferson,  are  no  more  :  And 
you,  by  an  immense  ocean  rolling  between  us,  ap- 
pear like  one  honoured  with  posthumous  immortali- 
ty. Though,  recently,  we  have  beheld  the  benigni- 
ty of  your  countenance,  and  heard  the  effusions  of 
your  soul,  ardent  as  the  prayers  of  martyrs,  for  the 
emancipation  of  man  from  the  oppressive  burdens  of 
cruel,  licentious  taskmasters,  under  the  titles  of 
kings  and  emperors, — still  that  countenance,  and 
that  voice,  is  beheld  and  heard  no  more.  But  our 
memorv  is  full  of  thee. 
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IV  DEDICATION. 

Your  sword — your  maiden  sword,  was  drawn  in 
the  cause  of  liberty,  when  liberty  was  a  stranger 
upon  the  earth.  You  are  one  of  those  illustrious 
sages  and  patriots,  who  achieved  the  independence 
of  my  country, — then,who  so  worthy  as  yourself,  to 
receive  the  dedication  of  a  poem,  founded  upon  a 
war,  waged  for  the  maintenance  of  that  indepen- 
dence ?  A  war,  which  terminated  in  glory — which 
gave  a  new  splendour  to  the  Star  of  Freedom.  Cru- 
el divisions  stalked  abroad  in  the  land.  One  arm  of 
the  Republick  was  pinioned  by  Faction.  With  but 
a  SINGLE  arm,  we  smote  the  enemy.  But  that  arm, 
through  the  smiles  of  a  Divine  Providence,  was  suf- 
ficient. It  was  sufficient  to  bring  the  foe  to  a  sense 
of  the  indignity  of  his  conduct.  We  asked  for 
nothing  further.  We  desired  no  other  acknowledg- 
ment. We  obtained  it — we  obtained  it  with  hon- 
our. Peace  visited  thy  beloved  America,  while  the 
t>cean  was  blazing  with  our  victories,  and  our  stan- 
dards were  waving  over  fields  to  be  treasured  in 
immortal  memory  with  those  of  Brandywine,  Mon- 
mouth, and  Yorktown. 

Alas,  how  deep,  how  cruel  have  been  your  suffer- 
ings !  And  for  what  1 — for  the  love  of  liberty, — 
for  the  love  you  have  borne  to  the  fatherless  and  the 
widow  in  affliction,— for  the  love  and  sympathy  you 
have  borne  to  your  fellow  men  ! — I  will  not  mention 


DEDICATION.  V 

the  dungeon  of  Olrautz — its  very  name  will  asso- 
ciate images  too  keen — too  severe  for  reflection. 

The  poem  has  cost  me  many  an  aching,  burning 
thought.  For  the  last  eight  years,  before  the  rising  of 
the  sun,  have  the  efforts  of  my  soul  been  engaged  up- 
on the  subject,  and  the  flicker  of  the  midnight  lamp 
found  me  in  communion  with  the  invisible  Genius 
of  Poesy.  I  feel  that  many  are  its  imperfections. 
Doubts  and  deep  shadows  hang  over  it :  But  wheth- 
er it  shall  meet  with  smiles,  or  frowns,  one  consol- 
ing reflection  will  still  nestle  in  my  bosom  : — It  has 
afibrded  me  a  publick  opportunity  of  expressing  my 
love,  veneration,  and  gratitude  to  a  man,  whose  soul 
is  liberty — whose  bosom  is  benevolence. 

RICHARD  EMMONS. 

Great  Crossing,  Scott  County,    ) 
Kentucky,  March  22d,  1827.     ) 


TOL.  I. 


PREFACE. 


Were  I  not  convinced  of  the  feebleness  of  apol- 
ogists to  induce  the  publick  to  pass  with  tender  for- 
bearance over  the  imperfections  of  an  author,  1 
might  possibly  be  inclined  to  try  the  experiment  ; 
I  could  inform  them  that  the  poem  owed  its  birth 
to  a  sudden  impulse  of  feeling — no  previous  medi- 
tation expended  upon  the  subject  ;  what  the  mind 
supplied  at  the  moment,  was  measured  into  num- 
bers :  I  could  enlarge  upon  an  entire  ignorance  of 
the  language  of  poetry,  and  of  epick  composition  : 
1  could  dwell  upon  meagre  poverty — that  cramper 
of  the  soul  often  compelling  me  to  hurry  over 
scenes,  on  which  to  have  hngered  would  have  been 
delicious  to  my  fancy. 

But,  without  apologies,  the  poem  is  presented  to 
the  pubhck.  I  plead  for  no  indulgence,  beyond 
what  must  naturally  flow  from  the  very  nature  of 
the  undertaking, — the  most  difficult  of  all  difficul- 
ties to  accomplish  : — were  I  to  ask  it,  I  feel  that  I 
should  be  somewhat  like  a  criminal  pleading  mercy 
from  the  hand  of  the  executioner. 

What  I  have  written  is  my  own, — and  I  alone 
am  to  answer  for  its  imperfections, — hence  1  have 
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no  obligations  of  favours  received,  to  bestow  upon 
any  man.  It  is  true,  in  the  course  of  my  labours, 
I  have  communicated  the  subject  of  the  poem  to 
several  citizens  of  the  Republick  eminent  for  their 
hterature  ; — but  silence  was  their  only  answer,  or 
cold  indifference,  or  damping  discouragement. 

From  these  general  remarks,  however,  I  am 
enabled  to  make,  at  least,  one  conspicuous  excep- 
tion,— and  I  do  it  with  the  richest  feelings  hovering 
around  my  heart  : — this  exception  is  no  other  than 
Francis  E.  Goddard,  formerly  President  of  the 
South  College  of  Kentucky.  This  gentleman  saw 
the  production  in  its  original  deformity — before  a 
line  had  been  transcribed,  and  was  not  displeased, 
considering  it  an  outline — a  poem  in  its  rude  state 
of  germination.  He  encouraged  me  to  cultivate 
and  improve  it.  I  have  done  so.  The  publick 
must  decide  whether  it  be  a  lily  or  a  bramble  ;  an 
oak,  or  an  upas. 

An  author  will  be  judged  by  the  merits  of  his  per- 
formance :  no  difference,  what  prompted  him  to  ac- 
tion— no  difference,  what  the  purity  of  his  designs, 
— the  degradation  of  vice,  the  exaltation  of  virtue  ; 
the  love  of  country,  the  fatality  of  faction,  or  the 
glorious  triumph  of  a  united,  patriotick  People  : 
No,  not  this,  his  purity  of  intentions,  will  avail,  un- 
less supported  by  originality  of  thought,  lucid  de- 
scription, majesty  of  sentiment,  the  melting  pathos, 
and  the  lofty  sublime. 
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The  publick  never  receives  humbleness  of  sub- 
mission in  mitigation  of  weakness  and  errour,  in 
consequence  of  which,  apologies  are  answered  with 
the  sneers  of  contempt  ;  hence,  if  the  work  itself 
should  be  hissed  at,  I  am  determined  that  nothing 
of  the  serpent-tongue  shall  be  heard  in  the  preface. 

I  feel  but  little  solicitude,  however,  but  that  I 
shall  be  treated  with  impartial  favour  by  gentlemen 
acquainted  with  the  almost  insurmountable  labours 
of  the  task,  which  I  have  attempted  to  perform — es- 
pecially when  they  contemplate  the  recency  of  the 
event,  on  which  I  founded  my  poem. 

A  new  poem  is  like  new  wine, — it  wants  age  to 
wear  off  its  asperities,  and  give  luxury  to  its  fla- 
vour. An  impartial  critick  will  stand  upon  an  em- 
inence— fifty  years  in  advance,  when  the  poet  shall 
be  sleeping  on  his  bed  of  dust, — his  characters  har- 
vested by  the  scythe  of  Time, — thus  translated  in  . 
futurity,  divesting  himself  of  the  canker  of  preju- 
dice, he  will  ask  this  question  :    Is  it  poetry  ? 

I  might  go  on  now  to  explain  the  moral  and 
other  circumstances  of  the  work, — but  those,  who 
cannot  distinguish  cities,  when  placed  in  a  map  be- 
fore them,  will  receive  little  benefit  from  geograph- 
ical description. 

RICHARD  EMMONS. 

Great  Crossing,  Ky.  Sept.  23,  1826. 


X  PREFACE. 

N.  B.  By  the  author's  residing  in  Kentucky,  he  has  been  deprived 
of  the  advantage  of  revising  the  proof  sheets  j  hence  many  typograph- 
ical errours  may  appear  in  the  course  of  the  work,  arising  from  some 
obscure  parts  of  the  manuscript. 

The  author  has  also  lost  the  privilege  of  introducing  such  improve- 
ments, as  no  doubt  would  have  occurred  to  him,  had  more  favourable 
circumstances  indulged  him  with  the  opportunity  of  attending  to  the 
publication  of  the  poem. 
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INDEPENDENCE    PRESERVED. 


AN  EPICK  POEMi 


CANTO  I. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  HELL. 


ARGUMENT. 

Subject  proposed. ...Invocation Description  of  Hell Congrega- 
tion of  the  Infernal  Multitude The  King  and  his  Nobility  set 

forward  to  the  Hall  of  Council....The  Court  of  Hell. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  Hell. 

The  time  is  part  of  one  day,  during  the  winter  previous  to  the 
declaration  of  war. 


FREDONIAD. 


CANTO   I.  .1 

Op  loud,  impetuous  War,  whose  brazen  tongue 
Hath  round  the  borders  of  Columbia  rung, 
Wag'd  to  maintain  the  freedom  of  the  sea, 
And  Independence, — righteous  Liberty, — 
I  venturous  sing, — which  made  Britannia  feel 
A  blow,  that  caus'd  her  stubborn  joints  to  kneel. 

O  Thou  immaculate,  supernal  Power  ! 
To  whose  dread  altitude  no  thought  can  tower — 
Who  spake  the  word, — and  Time  began  to  roll, 
And  Space  to  stretch  his  arms,  and  clasp  the  whole  ;  10 
Whose  culminated  eye,  at  glance,  descries 
The  wheeling  orbs  through  vast  immensities  ; 
Who,  on  the  universe,  erect'st  Thy  throne, 
Thy  ways  enshrin'd  within  Thyself,  alone  ; 
Who,  to  the  sea,  the  earth,  hast  all  things  given, 
Breathing  to  all  the  vital  breath  of  Heaven  ; 
Whose  span  encompasses  creation  round, 
And  on  whose  finger  hangs  the  dread  profound  ; 
Who  form'd  the  nations  of  the  mouldering  dust, 
And  rul'st  them  dark,  mysterious,  awful,  just  ;  20 
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Who  wilVdy  and  lo  !  forth  sprang  a  self-pois'd  world  ! 

Before  whose  mind  eternal,  is  unfurPd 

The  round  of  ages  in  the  worab  of  night  ; 

Whose  care  upholds  the  sparrow  in  its  flight  ; 

Who  rid'st  on  whirlwinds  through  the  reddening  sky  ; 

Whose  omnipresence  fills  immensity  ! 

Thou,  in  whose  hand  the  depths  of  oceans  roll ; 

Whose  breath  is  life, — who  breath'd  th'  immortal  soul, — 

Inspire  my  Muse  ! — wash  pure  her  mental  sight 

In  the  clear  fountains  of  the  streams  of  light,  30 

That  she  may  guide  me  through  each  changing  scene — 

Through  light,  or  shade, — tempestuous,  or  serene, 

That  I  may  walk,  where  mortal  never  trod — 

Where  angels  dwell  in  presence  of  their  God, — 

Or  deep  descend  in  Hell's  black  vaults,  below, 

Where  ghosts  are  heard  to  wail  despairing  wo — 

Or,  on  the  earth,  describe  the  fiery  field, 

Where  marshall'd  hosts  Death's  mortal  gauntlets  wield — 

Or,  in  the  senate,  plead  the  righteousness 

Of  Independence,  till  its  laws  shall  bless  40 

The  far-off  nations,  bent  upon  their  knee, 

Grovelling  in  darkness,  blind  to  Liberty. 

Through  all  these  scenes,  dread  Power !  illume  the  way. 
And  pour  upon  my  soul  celestial  day. 
My  verse  may  clang,  when  shrill  the  trumps  resound, 
Or  noisy  rumble,  when  the  drums  rebound  ; 
Or  with  the  turbulence  of  battle  swell. 
When  bombs  explode,  or  thundering  cannons  peal  ; 
Or  warble  sweet,  like  Philomel  in  love, 
When  Beauty  weeps,  or  soft  affections  move.  50 
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Far,  far  beyond  where  darts  the  arrowy  light- 
Below  the  confines  of  eternal  night — 
Descending,  thence,  where  dungeon  Chaos  reigns — 
Below,  where  fiends  carouse,  broke  loose  their  chains- 
Deep,  deeper  still,  down,  down,  sunk  down  below, 
Hell's  awful  empire  opens  with  its  wo. 

Stretch'd  far  and  wide,  before  the  aching  sight, 
Is  seen,  by  doubtful  shreds  of  scattered  light, 
A  barren  heath,  long,  dreary,  waste,  and  wild, 
Where  nothing  lives,  save  that,  which  earth  defiFd.     60 
From  chasms  deep,  black  fire  and  smoke  burst  forth, 
Which  roll  in  heavy  columns  to  the  north. 
Nor  tree,  nor  plant,  find  root  upon  the  plains. 
Save  such  as  rack  the  soul  with  sweating  pains  : 
The  baleful  upas  spreads  its  poisons  round ; 
Thorns,  thistles,  nightshade,  hemlock,  all  abound. 
The  bat  here  riots  in  congenial  gloom, 
Nor  dreads  the  herald  star,  whose  beams  illume 
The  skirts  of  morning,  intermixed  with  gold. 
His  murky  vision  blinding  to  behold.  70 

Pestiferous  pools,  alive  with  scorpions,  swarm 
With  all  the  creeping  things,  which  earth  deform. 
The  owl,  on  blasted  tree,  hoots  lonesome  drear  ; 
On  heavy  wing,  the  vulture  circles  near ; 
Serpents,  enrag'd,  convolve  in  slippery  maze. 
Their  sanguine  eyes  shoot  hell  in  horrid  blaze. 

Far  to  the  east,  beyond  these  monsters  dire, 
The  ocean  foams  with  cataracts  of  fire. 
2» 
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The  waters,  black  and  deep,  no  plummets  sound, 

Spreading  immense,  illimitable  round.  80 

Now,  whirling  indolent,  with  motion  slow 

The  reeling  waves  in  drunken  mazes  flow  ; 

But  where,  like  smoothing  oil,  they  seem  to  glide, 

The  rocks  of  shipwreck  in  close  ambush  hide. 

Now,  without  cause  perceiv'd,  the  billows  swell, 

Chafe,  rage,  break,  thunder — dire  the  spirits  yell, 

Riding  the  foam,  to  hell's  dread  concave  toss'd  ; 

In  flashing  clouds  of  fire  the  fighting  floods  are  lost. 

Deep  in  the  west,  the  smoky  mountains  rise, 
Where  the  pain'd  ear  attends  the  piteous  cries  90 

Of  miserable  ghosts,  fast-chain'd  below 
In  utter  darkness  and  eternal  wo, 
For  crimes  committed  from  the  reach  of  law. 
Who  practised  virtue  never,  but  from  awe  : 

The  wretch,  that  squandered  life  in  listless  hours, 
Is  scourg'd  to  labour,  while  he  sweats  in  showers  ; 
No  vain  excuse  of  golden  moments  lost 
Avails  him  aught, — in  misery  toils  the  ghost. 

The  pale  Intemperate  is  at  length  made  full 
Of  maddening  poison  from  a  brimming  skull ;  100 

If  he  refuse  acceptance  of  the  bowl, 
A  lash  of  scorpions  scourges  to  his  soul. 

The  Tyrant,  who  fr6m  Africk's  bondage  son 
Had  made  his  blood  in  burning  streams  to  run, 
Unceasing  writhes  beneath  the  goring  lash — 
Stung  with  the  pain,  his  eyes  distorted  flash ; 
Hands  clinch'd,  he  bites  his  flesh, — his  teeth  hard  set — 
His  heart,  with  struggling,  oozes  bloody  sweat. 
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The  fawning,  cringing  Hypocrite,  appears 
By  the  pale  glimmer,  like  wan  night  in  tears  :  110 

Oft  had  he  stung  his  brother  with  a  smile, 
And  strove  his  God,  with  fastings,  to  beguile  ; 
But  now  no  smiles  his  inward  devil  cloak, 
For  round  his  neck  tight  strangling  adders  choke. 

He,  who  had  raurder'd  life  with  felon  games. 
Wallows,  deep-plung'd  with  Infamy,  in  flames. 
A  dreaming  phantom  ever  haunts  his  head  ; 
He  thinks  he  hears  his  children  cry  for  bread; 
His  wife,  with  naked  bosom  in  despair. 
Seems  to  be  hovering  in  the  troubled  air ;  120 

Her  sorrowing  plaint  forever  uttering  forth, 
How  she  was  made  a  beggar  on  the  earth  I 

The  deep-ey'd  Traitor  in  lone  gloom  is  cast. 
His  naked  bosom  scorching  in  the  blast. 
His  features  shrink  ;   his  eyes  with  torture  glare, 
And  not  a  devil,  damn'd,  will  deign  to  view  him  there. 

Here  the  gaunt  Miser  is  at  length  supplied 
With  that,  for  which  he,  worse  than  beggar,  died. 
In  mines  of  hell  he  labours,  void  of  rest  ; 
And  all,  from  whom  he  wrung  his  interest,  130 

Rush  to  his  view,  and  mock  him  in  his  grief. 
And  show  the  mite,  they  crav'd  him  for  relief. 
He  works,  and  sweats,  and  tugs,  and  groans,  and  digs. 
Whilst  gold,  in  heavy  chain,  with  fainting  nerve  he  drags, 

-Near  this  wan  ghost,  another,  rack'd,  appears. 
Who  oft  from  virtue's  eye  wrung  bitter  tears. 
The  spotless  virgin  by  his  poisonous  breath 
Was  stain'd  to  blackness,  like  the  tinge  of  death — 
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Slander,  his  name  ! — a  double  murderer,  fell, 

Who  touch'd  the  earth  with  something  that  was  hell :    1 40 

But  now  his  tongue  is  fastened  with  a  wire, 

To  redness  heated  by  the  sharpest  fire. 

Next  the  Seducer,  with  sunk  eye,  is  seen— 
His  flesh,  all  wasted,  shows  a  haggard  mien, 
As  though  a  secret  fire  his  veins  possessed, 
And  a  slow  worm  had  fed  upon  his  breast. 
He  boasts  no  more  of  his  deceptive  wiles, 
Nor  bears  the  serpent  devil  in  his  smiles. 
His  heart  consumes,  for  blighting  to  decay 
The  fairest  flowers,  that  ever  blush'd  at  day.  150 

Unnuraber'd  others  send  loud  waitings  forth, 
For  damning  crimes,  committed  on  the  earth. 
Some  are  condemn'd  to  drag  a  clanking  chain, 
And,  as  they  drag  it,  feel  a  dying  pain  ; 
Some,  hard  to  climb  the  mountain's  slippery  steep 
O'er  beetling  rocks,  where  starting  dragons  sleep, 
But,  ere  they  reach  the  shuddering  height,  they  fall 
And  roll  o'er  beds  of  fire — in  vain  for  mercy  call. 

On  these  dread  heights,  the  monarchy  of  hell 
And  peers,  around  in  dark  pavilions,  dwell,  l60 

Fashion'd  of  thunder  clouds,  through  which,  half  seen, 
They  show,  at  intervals,  their  hideous  mien  ! 

Full  in  the  centre  of  this  world  of  blood 
Boils  the  lake,  brimstone,  melted  to  a  flood, 
Whose  tossings  dire  convulse  th'  infernal  ground, 
Like  thousand  iEtnas'  congregated  sound. 
Full  twice  ten  hundred  leagues  its  limits  spread, 
By  mountains,  wall'd,  of  burning  summits  dread. 
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Deep  at  its  base,  hi  doubtful  lines^  confessed 

By  flickering  ftres,  that  glance  athwart  its  breast,        170 

Appears  the  restless  surge,  like  ocean  drunk, 

When  to  their  prison-house  the  winds  have  shrunk. 

A  thousand  cobits  fram  the  mountain's  height, 

EbbM  hath  the  lake— a  sepulchre  of  night ! 

But  the  cragg'd  mountain  sides,  with  fire  o'erglaz'd. 

Show  where  of  late  the  lava  had  been  raised. 

What  time  the  fiend-borne  cloud  from  ocean  came, 

And,  with  its  tempests,  rous'd  its  smothered  flame. 

When  full  it  swells  beyond  the  mountain  wall, 
Then  fiery  rivers  down  it»  chasms  fall,  180 

Which  o'er  the  crusty  soil  a  deluge  spread. 
Plunging  o'er  cataracts  with  deafenlDgs  dread. 

Slow  firom  the  ocean,  at  the  morning  hour, 
Fiends  of  huge  fashion, — hands  of  giant  power,^ — 
A  cloud,  roll  onward  from  the  coast  of  hell, 
In  which  pent  tempests  in  concealment  dweiL. 
Dark,  as  the  cloud  they  on  their  wings  convey, 
Thunders  are  heard,  and  lightnings  seen  to  play. 

They  poize  it  o'er  the  lake  :  th'  expanding  heat 
Explodes  the  tempests,  which,  in  whirlwinds,  beat     190 
Dire  on  the  surface  of  the  burning  sea. 
Which  hurl  the  flames  through  hell's  vacuity  ; 
Like  liair-thread  lightnings,  on  the  cloud,  they  spread ; 
Or,  like  the  fire,  that  quickens  from  the  dead. 
Which  throws  a  kind  of  daylight  o'er  the  waste, 
Like  to  the  moon,  when,  lurid  from  the  east, 
She  rises  half  eclips'd,  while  many  a  murky  cloud 
Darkens  her  face,  all  dabbled  o'er  with  blood. 
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During  the  period  that  computes  a  day, 
Fierce  rush  the  tempests  with  impetuous  sway  ;         200 
But  when  the  magazine  of  winds  is  spent, 
The  fiends  return  it  to  its  element. 
Where  they  recharge  it  with  the  ocean's  breath, 
The  flames  to  kindle  of  the  lake  of  death. 

When  back  the  cloud  is  to  the  ocean  hurl'd, 
A  pall-black  darkness  wraps  the  Stygian  world. 
Thick-column'd  smoke  rolls  suffocating  forth, 
And  spreads  deep  night  through  west, and  east,  and  north; 
The  shriekirigs  then,  that  echo  from  the  lake. 
Cause  e'en  the  heart  of  iron  hell  to  ache.  210 

These  ghosts  delighted  in  the  waste  of  blood, 
But  now  they,  struggling,  swim  the  surging  flood. 
Through  wild  ambition,  they  with  earth  made  war, 
And  smil'd  to  see  the  vultures  round  their  car — 
Who,  in  their  frenzy,  thought  their  triumphs  spread, 
When  beasts  of  prey  howl'd  o'er  their  mangled  dead. 

Plac'd  opposite  this  torrid  zone  of  hell, 
Far  to  the  north,  eternal  shiverings  dwell. 
Here  icy  mountains  huge  are  pil'd  in  height, 
So  vast,  their  summits  reach  beyond  the  sight  ;  220 

Compar'd  to  which,  the  Andes,  Thibet,  Blanc, 
Were  they  beside  them  plac'd,  as  dwarfs  would  rank, 
Shrunk  to  brief  hills ;  their  rivers,  broad  and  deep. 
To  spring-shower  brooks,  that  from  the  fountains  leap. 
Their  bleak,  cold,  dreary  heads  shoot  far  and  wide 
Above  the  smothering  clouds,  which  on  them  ride. 
Deep  in  their  bowels,  struggling  thunders  sound 
To  burst  their  prison  in  the  depths  profound. 
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The  dungeon  fires,  close  pent,  at  times  explode, 
And  the  foundations,  from  their  fix'd  abode,  230 

Toss  into  emptiness  with  crashing  sound, 
Spreading  ten  thousand  thousand  ruins  round  ; 
Piling  new  mountains,  where  the  channels  deep 
Pour  down  the  fiery  streams  from  steep  to  steep. 
Restless,  ere  long,  they  thunder  to  the  height. 
Where  darkness  reigns,  and  make  their  former  site  : 
Thus  mountains  tumble  iu  confusion  vast. 
Confounding  hell  at  each  tremendous  blast. 

In  these  waste  regions  of  unsparing  death, 
Not  e'en  a  fiend  can  breathe  the  freezing  breath  ;      240 
But  when  condemned  here  dreadful  to  abide, 
His  limbs  contract, — heart  shrinks, — his  powers  are  dead. 
Save  th'  undying  worm,  which,  hungry,  gnaws 
His  vitals  deep,— blood  dropping  from  its  jaws  ; 
While,  like  a  serpent  frozen  on  the  earth. 
The  frenzied  eyeballs  from  his  head  start  forth. 

Near  the  dread  confines  of  this  suffering  world, 
Where  souls,  corrupted  by  their  sins,  are  hurl'd, 
A  swallowing  pit  gapes  yawning,  broad  and  deep, 
'Neath  which  th'  infernal  peers  their  councils  keep.  250 

A  vapour,  nauseous,  from  the  chasm  streams. 
Which  far  more  loathsome  to  the  nostril  seems. 
Than  that  from  charnel  vault  of  dead  men  green. 
Whilst,  crawling  round  the  corse,  black  hungry  worms  ara 
seen. 

This  throat  of  hell,  ten  dragons,  jealous,  guard 
To  keep  inferiors  from  the  consult  barr'd. 
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Chains,  link'd  with  adamant,  confine  tliera  there, 

Circling  ten  leagues, — a  region  waste  and  bare. 

Their  orbs  severe  flash  withering  death  around, 

And  when  they  move,  the  lowest  depths  resound.    260 

And,  should  a  fury  dare  invade  their  path. 

Dreadful  they  show  iheir  violence  of  wrath ; 

Their  bristling  backs  take  fire  in  raving  mood  ; 

Their  foaming  jaws  spout  flames, — black,  boiling  Wood  ; 

Their  anger,  maddening  with  a  hideous  yell, 

Their  brazen  throats  crack  granite  vaults  of  hell. 

Now  Stygian  night  prevails.     But  soon,  is  seen 
By  lightning's  glimpse,  at  intervals,  the  mien 
Of  those,  who  bear  the  cloud  of  winds  along,  269 

And  thunders  far  remote  are  heard  with  lumbering  tongue. 
Near  and  more  near,  it  gains  upon  the  lake ; 
And  now,  upon  its  breast,  the  tempests  break, 
Causing  the  flaming  mass  to  surge  on  high, 
Which  makes  a  glimmering  pale  through  hell  to  fly  ; 
Such  as  rearth's  night,  when  troubled  ghosts  appear, 
Riding,  on  bloody  clouds,  the  «ickly  sphero. 

Now  when  the  lake  had  thinn'd  the  solid  might, 
And  brought  Tartarian  day  with  darker  light, 
The  souls,  condemn'd,  arose  to  work  their  pain— 
And  dire  is  heard  the  clanking  of  tJaeir  chain.  280 

The  monarch-fiend,  upon  the  mountains  west, 
These,  to  his  train  of  agent  powers,  expressed  : 

"  Peers  of  immortal  birth  ! — This  day,  'tis  Ours 
To  plan  the  crushing  of  Columbian  powers-— 
The  death  of  infant  Liberty  efiiect, 
And,  on  its  grave,  a  royal  throne  erect. 
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"  Our  agpnts,  twenty  winters  absent  there, 
By  our  command,  have  left  the  fields  of  air, 
Ready  they,  now,  the  tidings  to  declare — 
Avarice,  fair  Luxury^with  whom  was  sent  290 

Hard  Cruelty,  with  griefs  to  make  them  faint. 

"  Forthwith  a  weighty  council  We  shall  hold 
In  silent  hell,  and  there  Our  views  unfold. 
Never  no  more  would  Freedom  raise  her  brow, 
Should  We  succeed  Columbia  to  subdue  ; 
A  long,  long  farewell  would  her  exit  be. 
And  kings  would  sway  the  earth  from  sea  to  sea  ; 
Kings — who  from  Us  their  titleship  receive — 
Through  Us  they  reign — through  right  divine  they  live. 

"  Herald  !  go  forth!  alarm  the  host  of  hell,  300 

Loud,  through  its  confines,  let  youi  trumpet  swell. 
Bid  them.  Our  subjects,  without  pause,  to  fly 
^ear  to  those  plains  the  dragons  occupy. 
Bid  them  obsequious  on  their  knee  to  bow, 
Or  they  the  kindling  of  Our  wrath  shall  know. 
Go,  speed  your  flight,  obey  Our  awful  nod. 
All  hell  shall  know,  Ourself  am  ruUng  god  !" 

He  ended  scornful  with  a  lowering  look, 
His  tongue  still  heard,  though  thunder's  voice  had  spoke. 
The  herald  forth,  his  massive  trumpet  seiz'd  310 

With  hands  thatseem'd  with  hardening  mineral  glaz'd  ; 
Its  walls  of  unsmooth'd  iron,  strengthened  round 
With  biting  hoops,  in  brazen  circles  bound. 
He  spreads  his  pinions  on  the  smoky  air, 
And  wheels  his  way  through  regions  of  despair  ; 
Plying  the  bellowing  clarion  to  his  mouth, 
Noising  a  blast  more  furious  than  the  south, 
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When  from  the  ocean,  storm'd,  it  drives  the  rains, 
And  sweeps  destructive  o'er  the  harvest  plains. 
Millions  attend  the  sound  !  astonish'd,  quake  320 

To  hear  the  clangour  of  the  trumpet  break  ; 

"  Ye  multitudes  of  hell ! — your  king  attend  ! 
Your  every  thought,  in  low  abasement,  bend  ! 

"  ^  Herald  !  go  forth  ! — alarm  the  host  of  hell — 
Loud  through  its  confines  let  your  trumpet  swell. 
Bid  them,  Our  subjects,  without  pause,  to  fly 
Near  to  the  plains  the  dragons  occupy. 
Bid  them  obsequious  on  their  knee  to  bow. 
Or  they  the  kindling  of  Our  wrath  shall  know. 
Go, — speed  your  flight, — obey  our  awful  nod,  330 

All  hell  shall  know  Ourself  am  ruling  god  I' 

"  Waken  !  arise  !  let  none  his  speed  delay 
To  do  him  honour  passing  on  his  way." 

This  said,  he  blew  u  blast  so  loud  and  strong, 
It  shook  vast  Erebus,  and  rous'd  the  throng. 
By  hundreds,  thousands,  millions,  thick  they  pour 
With  sound,  like  ocean  rolling  on  the  shore, 
Or  driving  whirlwinds  howling  from  the  north, 
Or  distant  thunders  rumbling  round  the  earth. 

South  of  the  pit,  beyond  the  guarding  chains,         340 
In  desert  wildness,  stretch  the  dragon  plains. 
Beyond  the  compass  of  the  eye  they  reach. 
Like  wasteful  ocean,  seen  from  some  high  beach. 
Here  the  vast  multitudes  collecting,  form. 
Like  congrejiating  clouds,  in  brewing  storm. 
In  dismal  swarms  they  stifle  up  the  air. 
Like  cinderM  dust,  when  -^tnian  thunders  jar. 
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Grim  on  the  heath  they  stand  :— Two  ranks  are  seen. 
To  centre  fac'd — a  vacancy  between. 
Close  files,  in  press,  behind  each  other,  stand,  350 

And  stretch  in  martial  phalanx  o'er  the  land. 
As  insect  millions  darkening  buz  around; 
As  army  worms,  that  eat  the  herbagM  ground  j 
As  locust  swarming  on  the  Africk  shore, 
So,  in  thick  crowds,  hell's  legions  blackening  pour. 

A  mountain,  restless,  beetling  on  the  right. 
Supports  th'  infernal  thunder  on  its  height, 
Gaping  with  horrid  mouth,  like  yawning  cave, 
Deep,  drear,  and  dismal  as  creation's  grave. 

The  engine  huge  an  hundred  furies  ply,  360 

And  scarce  its  vault  two  heavy  tons  supply. 
Nice  through  the  vent  they  pour  the  flaming  dust, 
T'  excite  th'  imprison'd  mass  with  bellowing  burst, 
Ready  at  signal  to  receive  the  spark. 
When  king  and  nobles  on  the  clouds  they  mark. 

High  on  a  spiry  clift,  a  sentry  stands 
To  watch  the  coming  of  the  royal  bands. 
And  give  due  notice  when  the  Power  is  seen. 
Through  the  blunt  rays,  which  grim  with  death  his  mien. 

Sharpening  his  sight,  though  riveted  his  eye,  370 

He  marks  the  Fiend  in  dim  obscurity ; 
The  sentry  knows  him  by  the  stars  of  blood, 
Which  circle  round  his  front  in  horrid  mood. 

His  flag  he  waves  in  token  of  the  king  ! 
The  match-fire  hissing  to  the  vent  they  bring — 
It  flames  ! — exploding  lightnings  glance  the  ground. 
Infernal  thunders  rend  the  void  profound, 
Like  thousand  earthquakes'  congregated  sound. 
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The  rude  concussion  strikes  the  ear  so  fell, 

The  host  Tartarian  with  convulsions  yell,  380 

Which  echoes  back  from  all  the  caves  of  hell ! 

So  dire  the  shock,  it  jarr'd  the  sceptred  arm, 

And  Night  and  Chaos  startled  with  alarm, 

Arriv'd  :  the  monarch  lights  upon  the  plain 
With  all  his  retinue,  a  baleful  train. 
The  vassal  powers,  in  homage  to  their  king. 
Cower  in  the  dust,  and  shade  them  with  their  wing, 
Whilst  peals  with  deafenings  from  the  engine  swell, 
Not  crush  of  mountains  is  a  parallel.  390 

He  comes,  gigantick,  haughtily  along, 
And  passes  through  between  th'  adoring  throng. 

His  eyes  look  burning  caves  beneath  his  brows. 
Which,  like  black  rocks,  half  hide  the  fire,  that  glows 
Like  flames  o'er  mouldering  tombs  ;  they  wan  appear, 
Or,  like  the  moon,  when  blood  bedims  her  sphere. 
He  seems  in  stature  like  a  moving  tower. 
Or  craggy  mount,  round  which  the  wild  storms  lower. 

A  flaming  sceptre  in  his  hand  he  holds. 
Huge,  like  a  fir,  that  breaks  the  clouds  in  folds.         400 
When,  with  their  pains,  the  damn'd  of  earth  expire. 
He  quickens  them  to  life  with  touch  of  fire, 
Which  with  such  agony  cramps  every  pore. 
That  all  their  pangs  were  happiness  before  ! 

When  round  he  wields  it,  dumb  his  subjects  bow 
With  kneeling  reverence  to  his  rock-stern  brow ; 
For  power  has  he  to  stifle  in  their  breath. 
And  make  them  feel  a  never-dying  death. 

A  shapeless  covering  on  his  head  is  seen, 
Adding  a  tenfold  horrour  to  his  mien —  410 
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A  something  like  a  hill,  cumbered  with  oak, 
Sing'd  bare  and  blasted  by  a  thunder-stroke. 
Round  the  dead  limbs,  a  thousand  serpents  crawl, 
From  whose  rank  mouths  hot  poisons  dripping  fall. 
Hard,  tyrant  kings,  with  crowns  upon  their  brows, 
Hang  as  the  fruit  of  the  infernal  boughs. 
Drops  of  that  blood,  which  rioting  they  shed, 
Wasting  the  earth  with  besom  armies  dread, 
Daily  come  trickling  from  their  naked  hearts, 
Quivering  with  pain,  transfixM  with  fiery  darts.  420 

On  as  he  strides,  he  nothing  bends  bis  eye, 
So  little  he  regards  the  millions  by  ; 
But  they,  sense-blinded,  think  they  freedom  feel^ 
When  they  to  sovereignty  obsequious  kneel ; 
As  Albion  subjects  crouch  before  their  king, 
While  anthem  strains  of  Liberty  they  sing. 

Luxury,  with  simpering,  moves  upon  his  rear ; 
Avarice,  Cruelty,  in  lockM  hand,  appear. 
Dull,  yawning  Sloth,  with  pain  creeps  slow  along 
With  limbs,  loose-dangling,  every  nerve  unstrung.     430 
Malice,  with  murdering  scowl,  grinds  hard  his  teeth, 
While  his  blood-eyeballs  shoot  the  glance  of  death. 
Pale,  pining  Envy,  rack'd  with  festering  care. 
Pursues  behind,  with  scorpions  round  his  hair, 
Hissing  with  flaming  tongues,  and  spirting  far 
A  bath  of  poison  through  the  scorching  air. 
Delirious  Anger  in  his  fury  storms  ; 

L  passion'd  wildness  all  his  shape  deforms. 
He  locks  his  iron  fist,  he  foams,  he  stamps, 
Whilst  hard  his  brow  with  deep  couvuUioD  cramps.    440 
3» 
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Then  soul-burnt  Jealousy,  with  haggard  mien, 

Through  all  the  train  in  dire  distraction's  seen  ; 

He  moves  at  times,  with  clouded  silence  sour. 

Then,  black  with  wrath,  he  frights  the  Stygian  power. 

Next  the  grim  form  of  Anarchy  comes  forth, 

The  worst  of  fiends  that  ever  hell  gave  birth. 

An  hundred  heads  his  brawny  shoulders  bear, 

Whose  iron  tongues,  like  war-dogs,  yell  despair. 

His  hand,  gouted  with  blood,  sustains  a  dart, 

Its  point  deep-driven  through  a  quivering  heart.       450 

Brown  speckled  adders  in  his  bosom  breed, 

And  on  the  rankness  of  his  vitals  feed. 

Others,  of  royal  grade,  compose  the  band, 
To  whom  inferiors,  prostrate,  lick  the  sand. 

At  length  the  Fiend  the  countless  multitude 
Pass'd,  on  his  way, — like  leaves  of  autumn,  strew'd — 
So  vast, — to  place  them  by  each  tyrant  throne. 
Which  round  the  circle  of  the  world  is  known. 
Would  be  as  insects,  millions  quickening  forth. 
To  man,  slow-breathing,  lingering  in  his  birth.  460 

To  Albion.  Denmark,  Russia,  add  the  Gaul, 
Collecting  subjects,  thousands  at  a  call  ; 
Let  Turkey  congregate  her  crescent  band  ; 
China,  innumerous  as  the  dust  of  sand  ; 
Yea,  let  these  kingdoms  multiply  their  host, 
Till  crowding  numbers  in  the  mind  is  lost. 
Yet  their  full  sum,  to  the  InfernaPs  sway. 
Would  measure  as  a  drop,  when  added  to  the  sea. 

He  to  the  herald  thus :  **  (lO,  and  proclaim 
This  Our  command,  and  seal  it  with  Our  name.         470 
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Bid  subject  hell  to  fly  from  yonder  heath, 
Or  be  prepared  to  fall  Our  wrath  beneath  !" 

On  the  thick  element,  the  herald  hung. 
And  loud  his  clarion  through  the  confines  rung : 

"  Behold,  the  summons  of  the  throne  I  bear — 
Lo,  these  his  words  he  bade  me  to  declare  ; 
Them,  when  I  publish,  rise  !   '  Go  and  proclaim 
This  Our  command,  and  seal  it  with  Our  name. 
Bid  subject  hell  to  fly  from  yonder  heath. 
Or  be  preparM  to  fall  Our  wrath  beneath  !'  480 

"  Pause  not — but  vanish — dart  upon  the  wing, 
Or  on  your  heads  a  rain  of  fire  he'll  fling.'' 

They  heard  the  message  with  a  silent  awe  ; 
They  rise,  like  shouting  armies  in  a  war. 
Darkening  the  flames  ascending  from  the  lake. 
While  their  deep  throats  the  dismal  regions  break, 
Which,  with  the  flickering  motion  of  each  wing, 
Smite  the  rock-caverns  with  an  echoing. 

Betimes,  each  shapes  his  course  a  several  way, 
Some  to  ride  tossing  on  the  uproar'd  sea ;  490 

To  dens  of  serpents  some,  or  brake,  or  cave, 
Bordering  the  deep,  where  maniac  monsters  rave. 

With  cautious  step,  the  Stygian  peers  pursue 
The  Fiend  to  reach  the  hall,  erected  new 
In  second  hell  beneath,  where  voice,  or  sound. 
Is  never  heard  ;  still  as  the  spectred  ground, 
Where,  wrappM  in  mouldering  sheets,  the  dead  are  laid, 
And  naught  but  eating  worms  the  ear  invade. 
Save  when  a  joint  gives  way,  and  then  a  bone, 
Loose,  falling  from  its  socket,  makes  a  tone  500 
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Sound  through  the  vault,  breaking  the  silence  deep, 
As  though  the  dead  were  starting  from  their  sleep. 

Soon  they  approach  upon  the  Dragons'  ground  ; 
They  smell  the  scent  of  blood  !    and,  at  a  bound, 
Reach  the  dire  spot,  where  all  the  train  are  found  ! 
Their  deep-mouth  howl  is  like  when  thunder  breaks, 
Or  when  earth,  yawning  with  convulsion,  shakes. 
From  brandished  tails,  sharp  arrowy  lightnings  blaze ; 
Each  ball  of  fire,  a  pestilence  displays  ; 
Their  iron  jaws,  expanded,  hideous  low'r,  510 

Threatening  th'  infernals,  greedy,  to  devour. 
A  fire,  unquenchable,  inflames  their  wrath, 
Spouting  black  blood  along  their  foaming  path. 

The  royal  retinue  terrifick  stand 
With  heads  reverted,  stretching  back  their  hand. 
Like  wild  things,  chain'd,  their  shrinking  features  stare, 
An  icy  horrour  shivering  every  hair. 

"  Whence  comes  this  panick  of  the  heart  ?  alarm  ? 
Know  that  protection  is  your  Sovereign's  arm  ! 
Safety  is  here  beyond  their  length  of  chain,  520 

Which  curbs  their  further  progress  on  the  plain. 
In  idle  efforts  let  their  anger  burn. 
Till  We  from  Death's  deep  cavern  shall  return." 

This  caution  given,  be  sought  Death's  magazine, 
To  search  the  sweetest  morsel  lodg'd  within. 

A  sweating  vault,  dimensionless  and  rude, 
Forms  the  dire  store-house  of  the  dragons'  food. 
The  dismal  chamber  is  supplied  by  Death, 
As  dying  earth  surrenders  up  her  breath. 
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At  times,  life's  prowler*  digs  the  graves  at  night,  530 
Like  those  dark  workers,  that  pollute  the  rite 
Of  church-yard  sanctity,  and  strips  away 
The  green,  rank  flesh,  his  empty  maw  to  stay  ; 
But  in  this  vault  he  crowds  the  body  whole, 
And  opes  the  rocky  door  at  Hell's  control. 

The  way  that  travels  to  this  gory  cave 
Is  like  the  dark,  damp  entrance  to  a  grave, 
Where  dead  men  slumber  in  their  rotting  sheets, 
Whilst  on  their  heart  the  worm  voracious  eats. 

Now,  at  this  present,  Death  severely  stood,  540 

Guarding  the  pass,  that  nothing  might  intrude. 

Siiapeless,  disjointed  is  the  monster's*  form, 
Like  some  dark  image  of  the  clouds  in  storm, 
When  slow  they  heave  in  broken  piles  on  high, 
And  the  dun  moon  looks  sickly  from  the  sky. 
His  wide-stretch'd  nostril  snuffs  the  distant  earth, 
When  thirsty  Carnage  drinks  hot  blood  in  mirth. 
His  mouth  is  like  the  yawning  of  a  tomb, 
Forever  open,  ready  to  consume 

Whole  armies  at  a  meal ;   yet  his  lean  waist  550 

As  starvingly  appears,  as  though  a  taste 
Never  had  passed  the  entrance  of  his  jaw 
To  stay  the  druling  of  his  ravenous  maw. 
His  bones  loose  rattle  as  he  moves  along — 
The  cry,  "  Give!  Give ! !"  sounds  hollowfrom  his  tongue. 

The  monarch  came,  and  thus  the  Form  address'd. 
From  whose  sunk  eyeballs  steam'd  a  bloody  mist : 

"  Open  the  vauh  ! — We  crave  thy  tenderest  food 
To  calm  the  raving  of  the  dragons'  blood. 

*  Death. 
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They  bar  Our  progress  to  the  hall  beneath —  560 

Open  thy  treasure  !  give  Us  entrance,  Death  ! 
To  throne  Columbia  calls  Us  to  debate — 
But  first  shall  Anarchy  convulse  the  state. 

Death,  hearkening  to  his  voice,  severely  grins, 
And,  thus  in  turn,  with  dismal  voice  begins, 
Like  that  from  opening  tombs  :  "  Monarch  of  Hell ! 
It  gives  me  joy  to  do  thy  mandates  well. 
Long  have  I  known  the  secret  of  thy  heart, 
To  break  the  chain  of  Liberty  apart. 
When,  over  Freedom,  Anarchy  prevails,  570 

Then,  sweet  in  air,  1  snuff  the  tainted  gales  ; 
As  late  transpir'd  upon  the  Gallick  shore. 
Where  large  I  drank  the  luscious  streams  of  gore. 
But  long  hath  Freedom  with  Columbia  stood, 
Nor  once  supplied  me  with  the  wine  of  blood. 

"  Monarch,  go  forth,  and  prosper  in  thy  cause, 
And  let  rude  Anarchy  convulse  their  laws. 
A  rank  division  ready  hath  begun, 
Hence,  I  forebode,  a  crimson  tide  must  run. 
By  the  strong  workings  inward  that  I  feel,  580 

Each  slaying  each  will  yield  a  gorging  meal. 

But  1  debar  thee  from  the  vault  within. — 
Open  thy  jaws,  and  let  the  dead  be  seen  !" 

As  stern  he  spoke,  he  lifted  up  his  hand — 
Grating,  the  rock  slow  opened  at  command. 
In  strides  the  Fiend  !    a  sepulchre  of  dead  ! 
From  babes,  unwean'd,  to  man  with  hoary  head. 
Each  corse  he  handles — this,  with  smile,  selects. 
While  that,  more  ancient,  he  with  scowl  rejects. 
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His  hand,  coated  with  blood,  draws  reeking  forth   590 
Twice  five,  igfantile,  strangled  in  their  birth  ; 
Round  their  writh'd  necks  the  livid  spots  remain, 
Their  eyes,  distorted,  struggling  with  the  pain. 

Death  shuts  the  cavern  with  a  hollow  sound. 
Which  stirs  the  dead,  and  jars  the  vaulted  ground. 

Th'  Infernal  bears  the  morsels  in  his  hand 
With  rapid  stride,  and  meets  the  dragon  band. 
Their  rage  increases  at  the  sight  of  food, 
Drijjping  large  drops  of  cold  congealing  blood. 

He  hands  to  each,  his  passions  to  allay  ;  600 

Rattling  their  chains,  leaping,  they  snatch  the  prey. 
With  iron  teeth,  they  tear  the  limbs  in  parts, 
And  craunch  the  skulls,  and  rend  the  quivering  hearts  ; 
Growling  like  thunder  smother'd  in  a  cloud, 
Sucking  the  brains,  the  marrow,  and  the  blood. 

Soon  they,  with  druling,  gormandize  the  feast, 
Tt  damps  their  fire,  and  soothes  them  into  rest. 
They  lick  their  jaws  to  save  the  dropping  gore, 
And  whining  ask  the  gloomy  Fiend  for  more. 

The  dragons  calm'd,  their  fears  at  once  subside  ;    610 
The  train  unfaultering  in  their  chief  confide  ; 
He  speaks  with  hurried  voice  :  "  The  time  embrace, 
While,  gorg'd  with  food,  the  dragons  hold  their  peace  ; 
For  know,  when  hunger  ravens  in  their  maw, 
Not  hell  in  safety  can  withstand  the  war." 

As  carrion  vultures,  when  they  snuff  the  scent 
Of  putrid  vapour  in  the  firmament. 
Flap  their  broad  wings  to  gain  the  gibbet  heath, 
To  riot,  feasting  on  the  spoils  of  death, 


36  KREDONIAD.      CANTO  F. 

So  fly  the  Stygian  peers  ! — snuffing  the  air,  620 

To  find  the  gulf  that  opens  new  despair. 

Now  round  the  throat  of  hell,  they  join  the  Fiend, 
Through  which  the  reprobate  of  earth  descend. 
That  they,  in  painful  silence,  may  perceive 
The  conscience  worm,  and,  for  their  sin-deeds,  grieve  ; 
And  after  which,  to  upper  hell  they're  sent 
To  breathe  the  flames — eternal  punishment ! 

A  ghastly  light,  wan  as  the  brow  of  death, 
Reveals  the  awful  depths,  that  yawn  beneath — 
Like  pallid  beams,  descried  at  midnight,  dread  630 

Burning  in  church-yards  o'er  the  mouldering  dead. 

Fast  on  the  precipice  th'  Infernals  stand, 
Waiting  the  signal  of  the  monarch's  hand, 
Dreadful  to  plunge  ! — Illimitable  round 
Appears  the  deepness  of  the  void  profound. 
E'en  to  the  eye  of  fiends,  whose  prying  sight 
Can  reach,  at  once,  beyond  the  bounds  of  night— 
A  mountain,  wonderful  as  this  terrene, 
To  them  no  larger  than  a  hillock's  seen  ; 
A  river,  broad  as  the  Atlantick's  sea,  640 

Rolling  its  current  sluggishly  away. 
Appears  a  streamlet  moving  on  their  eye. 
From  the  dread  summit  of  the  clift  on  high  ! 

So,  to  compare  the  mighty  with  the  less. 
As  when  the  moon,  eclips'd,  in  her  distress 
Travels  with  labour  through  the  weeping  sky, 
Whilst  all  the  stars  are  dull'd  with  sympathy ; — 
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With  purple  cast,  they  glimmer  in  their  sphere, 

Like  strangled  blood,  when  slow  the  moon  crowds  near  : 

Behold,  a  multitude  of  untorab'd  shades  650 

Ascend  from  lonely  heaths  and  murderous  glades, 

And  gain  the  Andes  of  the  struggling  moon. 

Now,  in  her  darkest  robes,  at  night's  deep  noon  ; 

With  hollow  eyes,  from  their  stupendous  height, 

They  ken  the  earth,  dim  seen  through  bloody  light, 

Shrunk  to  a  dwarf — its  prospect  so  remote. 

Like  lines  of  hair,  its  mighty  streams  they  note  ; 

The  oceans,  east  and  west,  like  spreading  blots; 

Its  cloud-rais'd  mountains,  like  inferior  dots  ; 

^tna,  Vesuvius,  raging  in  their  might,  660 

Seem  like  two  sparks,  scarce  visible  of  light : 

As  thus  the  spectres  of  the  moon  behold 
The  distant  earth  with  night's  damp  darkness  cold, 
So,  from  the  throat  of  hell,  the  fiends  descry 
The  silent  realms  of  hopeless  misery. 

Now,  soft  tiie  monarch  speaks  :  "  Let  no  one  dare 
To  breathe  a  syllable  as  he  wings  the  air  ! 
This  the  deep  world  of  spirits,  pale  and  thin, 
From  earth  cast  headlong  for  their  damning  sin.         669 

"  List  to  the  screams  above  !  through  Hell's  broad  gate, 
A  band  approaches  to  receive  their  fate  ! 
See  Horrour,  plum'd  with  scorpions,  lash  them  down  ! 
Such  vast  accessions  dignify  the  Crown  ! 
The  larger  portion  of  the  earth  is  Ours, 
Nor  shall  We  pine,  if  We  divide  Our  powers 
With  heaven  supreme  ! — To  judge  by  troops  that  pour, 
Receive,  must  We,  a  host  of  millions  more. 
4 
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"  But  look !  the  damn'd  descend  !  when  flit  they  by, 
Then,  mark  Our  course,  and  dumb  in  silence  fly." 

He  said.     An  army,  black  as  thunder  cloud,         680 
Of  spirits,  sin-condemn'd — a  hideous  crowd, 
Fall  shrieking  in  the  pit ! — Forth  is  replied 
The  shriek,  by  all  that  in  the  realms  abide : 
For  when  from  earth  descends  a  wretched  ghost, 
A  pang,  fresh  added,  feel  the  Stygian  host 
Wide  through  hell  dungeons  :  There  is  not,  as  here, 
Where  more  the  numbers  more  the  gladdening  cheer  ; 
Since,  more  the  myriads  which  the  realm  contains, 
The  more  severe  the  anguish  of  their  pains. 
A  solitary  ghost,  that  falls  from  light,  690 

Causes  a  pang  which  draws  the  bosom  tight. 
Through  the  vast  confines  of  the  black  abode. 
Straining  the  eye-balls,  till  they  sweat  with  blood  : 

To  bring  the  scene  familiar  to  the  earth, 
When  hell  receives  th'  accession  of  a  birth, 
As  when  a  sparkle  drops  npon  a  train, 
Which,  rapid  kindling  to  the  magazine. 
Millions  of  atoms  at  the  instant  feel 
The  quickening  fire,  and  all  their  flames  reveal. 
Causing  a  dread  explosion  to  rebound  700 

Wide  through  the  tortur'd  elements  profound  : 

So,  at  the  passing  of  a  ghost  to  hell. 
Millions  of  spirits  shriek  a  lengthening  yell. 

Down,  headlong  plunging  through  the  pit,  they  fall, 
Writhing,  unutterable,  striving  to  call 
For  miserable  aid  ;   alas  !  in  vain  ! 
Their  tongues  are  sear'd,  their  throats  are  parch'd  with 
pain. 
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Down,  down  they  sink  to  unknown  depths  of  night, 

Where  the  swift  plummet  never  would  alight ; 

Never  for  them  a  resting  place  is  found,  710 

But  soon  up-whirl'd  aloft  and  scattered  round. 

Like  arid  chaff,  when  gusty  whirlwinds  rise 

And  toss  the  unweigh'd  atoms  to  the  skies. 

They  fall,  rise,  sink,  ascend  :  thus  a  whole  year, 

By  gusts  and  vacuums  scattered  round  the  sphere. 

After  this  whirl,  their  conscience  stings  them  dire  5 

A  century  pass'd,  they  rise  to  toil  in  fire  ; 

To  climb  the  slippery  mountains  ;   drag  th«  chain, 

A  long  eternity, — an  endless  pain  !  719 

When  Horrour  with  his  whips  had  lash'd  them  down, 
The  Fiend,  this  caution  to  his  train  made  known. 

"  Each  hold  his  bosom  hard.     Let  no  voice  loud 
Break  the  deep  stillness  of  this  solitude. 
Follow  your  Sovereign  to  the  council  hall, 
Where  We,  with  art,  may  plan  Columbia's  fall." 

This  said,  He  plung'd  the  yawning  gulf  beneath, 
Silent,  the  fiends  pursue,  as  shades  of  death. 

Ranging  the  north,  they  feel  the  stiffening  cold  ; 
Then,  to  the  east,  their  gloomy  way  they  hold. 
Dark,  Jeep  below,  a  winding  course,  they  take,         730 
And  distant  hear  the  rumbling  of  the  lake  ; 
Thence,  wheeling  to  the  west,  while  sinking  still, 
And  exercising  hard  their  flying  skill, 
Dimly  remote,  in  solid  night  extreme. 
They  ken  the  glimmer  of  a  sickly  beam. 

Far  in  the  west,  within  this  grave-yard  gloom. 
Stands  the  lone  mansion,  hell's  dread  council-room. 
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On  a  bleak  isle,  surrounded  by  a  waste, 
The  haunted  temple  of  the  damn'd  is  plac'd. 

Of  unwrought  iron  are  its  walls  compos'd,  740 

And  by  a  roof  of  sun-bleach'd  bones  inclos'd, 
Cemented  close,  impervious  to  the  flood 
Of  raining  fire,  by  hard  compacting  blood. 
Ten  acres,  tripled  twice,  it  circles  round, 
A  thousand  cubits  towers  in  height  profound. 
The  doors,  of  broken  tombs  are  artful  made, 
In  which  are  skulls,  by  grinning  Death  inlaid. 

A  vast  Golgotha  foams  upon  the  left, 
Compos'd  of  numerous  armies,  life  bereft, 
Fighting  in  frenzy  for  the  way  to  heaven  ;  750 

But  now  to  deepest  hell  the  whole  are  driven  ; 
Their  smoke  of  torment  in  thick  clouds  appears, 
Rolling  in  tortuous  volumes  round  the  spheres. 

The  isle  is  solemn  as  the  place  of  death, 
No  being  near  respires  a  quickening  breath, 
But  trooping  ghosts  flit  pallid  on  the  sight. 
And,  through  the  horrour,  show  a  kind  of  light. 

A  host  of  spectres  in  the  mansion  dwell, 
Cast  for  their  sin-deeds  to  this  nether  hell. 

Full  in  the  portal.  Murder  hideous  stands,  760 

Warm  blood  fast  dropping  from  his  lifted  hands  ; 
His  crimson  Fight,  a  dirk  convulsive  bears. 
His  left  is  tangled  in  grey  matted  hairs. 
A  victim  welters,  smote  his  arm  beneath, 
Crarap'd  with  the  last  convulsive  throe  of  death. 

Here  the  pale  shades  of  highway  robbers  meet, 
Cold,  wan,  and  ghastly,  in  their  winding  sheet. 
Coflins,  with  dead,  half  seen,  bench  round  the  hall, 
Close- wrapp'd,  deep,  dreadful  with  the  dungeon  pall. 
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A  sea  of  blood  rolls  round  the  skuU-pav'd  floor,         770 
Where  thousand  shadows  stoop  and  slake  their  thirst 
with  gore. 

The  throne  is  rais'd  upon  its  northern  side, 
Round  which  the  forms  of  poisonous  serpents  glide ; 
As  tapestry,  suspended  are  the  hearts, 
Who,  for  religion,  hurl'd  the  flaming  darts 
Of  persecution, — heads, — the  lopp'd-off"  hands, 
Which  lit  the  cruel  faggots  with  the  brands  ; 
Christian,  Mahomet,  Protestant,  or  Friar, 
That  cast  their  brother  in  the  torturing  fire. 

On  fifty  skeletons,  of  giant  height,  780 

Fix'd  is  the  throne,  appalling  to  the  sight  ! 
Deep  in  each  breast,  a  cavern  dark  is  seen, 
Where,  in  past  ages,  monarchies  had  been, 
Egyptian,  Persian,  Grecian,  and  of  Rome, 
The  time  she  totterM  into  Luxury's  tomb  ; 
Yea,  all  that  ever  yet  disgrac'd  the  earth, 
Received  from  hell  their  pestilential  birth. 

At  length  the  Fiend,  with  his  apostate  band. 
Gloomy  alights  on  this  dark,  spectred  land. 
No  breathing  utterance  heard  ! — He  moves  before,    790 
And  now  he  fronts  the  seven-times  bolted  door. 

Heavy  and  deep,  the  skulls,  inlaid,  he  knocks  ; 
Quick  leap  the  bolts,  instinctive,  from  the  locks. 
The  hinges  open  with  a  grating  sound. 
Which  makes  the  shadows  of  the  dead  start  round* 
The  monarch  enters  !  but  congealing  fear 
Withholds  his  band  from  following  on  his  rear. 
4» 
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They  blanch  with  honour  at  the  deathful  scene, 
And  turn  their  faces  backward  from  within. 

Lo,  as  the  Tyrant  passes  up  the  aisles,  800 

The  spectres  crowd  and  gaze  in  trooping  files. 
Pale  they  escort  him  to  his  throne  of  state. 
From  whence  proceed  the  black  decrees  of  fate. 

Seated  in  royalty,  with  thunder,  scar'd, 
He  marks  his  retinue  with  threatenings  hard. 
He  waves  his  sceptre,  flaming  through  the  air, 
That  forth,  they  enter,  and  to  seats  repair. 

"  And  have  ye  not  yet  learnt,  that  in  Us  dwell 
The  whole,  concentred,  of  the  strength  of  hell  ? 
Why  stand  ye  manacled  in  chains  of  ice  ?  810 

Fill  each  his  station  ! — Never  speak  We  twice  P' 

Struck  with  the  terrour  of  his  lightning  glance, 
With  giant  strides,  they  to  their  seats  advance. 
Their  fears  were  scattered  at  his  regal  nod. 
Their  feet  are  crimsoned,  wading  through  the  blood. 

Full  on  his  right,  are  Avarice,  Luxury,  placed. 
His  left,  with  haggard  Cruelty,  is  grac'd. 
Outlaw'd  Anarchy,  opposite  the  throne. 
Assumes  a  height,  approaching  to  his  own  ; 
A  pyramid  of  civil  armies  slain,  820 

Where  son  and  father  met  upon  the  plain  ; 
Like  rivers,  swell'd,  the  widows'  tears  flood  round, 
While  shrieks  of  orphans  echo  from  the  mound. 
Scowling  Revenge  receives  an  honour'd  place  ; 
Malice,  stern  Anger,  'gainst  him,  frowning,  face. 
Envy,  Hypocrisy, — the  hellish  host. 
Each  takes  his  seat  beside  a  pallid  ghost  : 
A  hideous  multitude,  begrim'd  with  gore, 
Nor  was  the  like  e'er  seen  in  hell  before. 


CANTO  II. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Court  of  Hell  having  convened,  they,  in  various  speeches,  touch 

upon  the  causes  of  the  war,  &c In  order  to  carry  their  plans 

into  execution,  they  adjourn  to  the  White  Mountains. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  the  Court  of  Hell. 

The  book  consumes  the  remaining  part  of  the  day. 
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Each  in  distinction  plac'd,  and  tumult  stilPd, 
They  lean  to  notice  what  their  sovereign  will'd, 
AVho,  seated,  thus  began:  "  Why  damp'd  ye  seem  ? 
Why  do  ye  doubt  Our  potency  supreme? 
Know— that  these  spectres  tremble  at  Our  nod, 
Know — that  we  sway  the  sceptre  of  a  god  ! 

"  This  royal  council  We've  commanded  forth, 
The  better  to  confirm  Our  hold  on  earth. 
The  peers,  descended  lineal  from  Our  blood, 
Who,  round  that  sphere,  thrice  eighty  moons  have  trod,  10 
Greet  Us,  returned,  as  We  of  late  expressed 
On  the  bleak  summits  of  the  mountains  west. 
Their  absence  they'll  describe,  and  what  they've  won. 
If  now  the  strength  of  Freedom  be  undone. 
Let  every  ear  be  open — listening  deep, 
That  We  may  harvest  of  Our  wisdom  reap. 
The  matter  presses  heavy  on  Our  heart. 
And  every  peer  must  bear  a  weighty  part." 

He  ceas'd.    Their  voices,  shouting  through  the  dome, 
Kesembled  thunder  in  thick  midnight  gloom.  20 
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A  pause  succeeds  ; — And  Luxury  rises,  meek, 
A  deep  vermillion  laid  upon  iiis  clieek. 
His  lips  are  twisted  in  fantastick  grin ; 
His  features,  smooth — no  roughness  on  his  chin. 
Plates  of  hard  steel  upon  his  ribs  are  lac'd, 
Breathing  like  Asthma  in  his  corselets  brac'd. 
His  red  eyes  roll  with  a  lascivious  air, 
While  sister  Vanity,  with  idiot  stare. 
Together  with  his  children,  Lust  and  Gout, 
Stand  gazing  on  him  with  their  eyes  half  out.  30 

This  shape  had  Luxury. — His  voice  is  heard  : 

"  Sovereign  of  sovereignties  !  by  kings  ador'd  ! 
Millions  on  earth  before  thy  sceptre  fall, 
The  vast  of  hell,  that  walk,  or  fly,  or  crawl ! 

"  'Tis  now  the  twentieth  winter,  since  that  we, 
By  thy  direction,  pass'd  vacuity 
To  regions  fill'd  with  breath.     So  swift  our  flight. 
In  days  twice  nine  we  gain'd  the  bounds  of  light. 
To  Albion's  isle,  to  do  thy  will,  we  sped, 
And  brief  we  stood  on  Flamborough's  chalky  head.    40 

"  There  we  these  lineaments  of  hell  exchanged. 
And,  in  concealment,  through  the  island  rang'd. 
On,  as  we  hied,  we  spread  our  influence  round, 
And  every  heart  to  deeds  of  tyrants  bound. 
Our  potent  virtues  soon  the  nation  felt. 
The  Lords,  the  Nobles,  to  our  altars  knelt. 
Thy  fairest  daughter  born,  my  sister  Pride, 
From  King,  or  Council,  never  was  denied  ; 
But  haiPd  adoringly, — hence,  rest  thou  sure. 
That  Albion's  friendship  ever  will  endure."  50  - 
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The  monarch  heard  the  tidings  with  a  leer 
Of  approbation,  as  when  smiles  appear 
On  the  grim  visages  of  ghosts,  that  meet 
A  strangled  murderer  in  his  bloody  sheet — 
Travelling  in  thunder  clouds  the  path  of  hell, 
His  neck  still  purpled,  as  from  life  he  fell ! 

Now  Avarice  slow  uprears  his  aged  head — 
He,  who  for  gold  oft  strips  the  shrouded  dead. 
From  his  stern  eye  a  scalding  ichor  flows, 
O^er  which  his  frowning  eyebrows  partial  close.  60 

Shrunk  in  dry  wrinkles  is  his  haggard  mien  ; 
No  part  of  flesh  upon  his  bones  is  seen  ; 
The  sinews  creak  beneath  his  leprous  skin, 
For  want  of  oil  to  moisten  them  within. 
His  heart  of  iron,  cas'd  with  tripled  steel. 
Regards  not  pity,  or  the  publick  weal. 
His  choicest  drink  is  tears  from  widows'  eyes  ; 
His  sweetest  musick,  orphan  miseries. 
His  tatter'd  vestments  round  about  him  fly ; 
His  food,  the  wastings,  what  the  fiends  throw  by.         70 

Standing  half  bent,  as  though  with  age  subdu'd, 
He  thus  the  workings  of  his  mind  pursued  : 

"  Dread  Deity  of  Hell !  my  heart  beats  high, 
That  thou  my  ceaseless  toils  will  satisfy. 
Through  me  it  was  they  bow'd  themselves  to  gold  ; 
Both  peer  and  king,  like  bartered  things,  are  sold. 
My  first-born  offspring*  through  the  realm  I  led, 
Who  oft  made  traffick  of  the  grave-yard  dead. 

*  Speculation. 
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Eager  they  listenM  to  the  voice  T  spoke ; 

Their  views  1  covered  with  Religion's  cloak.  80 

T'  acquire  their  weahh,  all  virtue  is  forgot, 

They  draw  from  those,  who  worship  Juggernaut ! 

Hence,  from  this  cause,  the  nation  will  be  thine, 

And  then  a  large  division  will  be  mine  ; 

Yes,  thou  wilt  then  m}'  poverty  make  blest. 

By  granting  mine  more  bounteous  than  the  rest." 

"  More  bounteous  !  how?"  Anger  tumultuous  cries. 
*'  My  part  is  mine,  or  this  deep  hell  shall  rise  !" 
Revenge  plung'd  forward,  frenzied,  from  his  seat, 
And  Envy,  Malice,  fever'd  with  their  heat.  90 

With  riot  tongues,  Anarchy  makes  strife, — 
Avarice  becomes  invisible  of  life. 
One  'gainst  the  other,  reckless,  drives  with  ire, 
Whilst  foams  the  mouth,  and  nostril  streams  with  fire. 
This  digs  the  skulls  from  out  the  floor  beneath, 
That  tears  the  sleepers  from  the  chests  of  death. 
The  spectres  raise  their  pallid  hands  on  high, 
A  wild  expression  staring  from  their  eye ! 

The  monarch  darkening  shook  his  triple  crown, 
Knitting  his  features,  working  to  a  frown.  100 

Soon  was  express'd  the  aspect  of  his  form, 
Black  like  a  tempest,  overcharged  with  storm. 
Two  flames,  like  furnaces,  flash'd  from  his  eyes, 
His  voice  was  broken  thunder  from  the  skies  :       [spoke^ 

"  Peace  !    be  at  peace !  !" — He  earthquake  language 
W^hile  the  deep  centre  of  the  island  shook. 
The  furies,  backward  from  the  strife,  retire, 
T'  avoid  the  blast  portentous  of  his  ire. 
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"  If  e'er  again,"  (unalter'd  in  his  rage,) 
"  If  e'er  again  in  battle  ye  engage,  110 

Our  upraised  arm  your  shrinking  hearts  shall  dread, 
Your  vital  chords  this  sceptre  shall  unthread  ! 

"  What,  not  in  silent  hell  can  silence  be  ? 
By  oath  of  gods,  We'll  break  this  enmity  ! 
What  idiot  madness  to  embroil  a  fight 
For  that  which  scarcely  glimmers  on  the  sight  ? 
'Tis  true,  some  omens  favouiable  appear — 
But  is  there  not  foreboding  cause  to  fear. 
That  We  may  lose  them,  whole,  and  never  more 
Regain  Our  grasp  upon  the  sea-girt  shore  ?  120 

Another  Chatham  may  excite  Our  hate. 
And  stay  the  progress  of  their  downward  fate. 

"  We  do  not  like  their  charitable  deeds. 
They  pain  our  heart — the  latent,  baleful  seeds 
Of  growing  Virtue,  basilisk  to  our  eyes — 
This,  this  will  loose  the  grasping  of  the  prize. 
Against  their  temples,  that  invade  the  sky, 
We  lift  Our  hands,  or  all  is  vanity  ; 
Yea,  all  is  vanity,  unless  We  down 
These  mining  virtues  to  overwhelm  the  Crown.  130 

"  But  now,  inform  Us  of  that  stubborn  power, 
From  the  Pacifick  to  Allantick  shore  ; 
Too  well  ye  know,  Columbia  is  Oui  theme, 
Curse  on  Ourself,  that  she  exists  in  name! 
Of  others  soon  We  humbled  on  their  knee, 
But  she  defies  Us  with  her  Liberty. 
Long  have  We  labour'd  to  erect  a  throne, 
Deep  in  her  bosom,  modelled  from  Our  own. 
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Thus  far,  Our  deep  devisings  have  been  vain, 
No  State,  as  yet,  is  fetterM  in  Our  chain.  140 

'Tis  time  some  circumstance  by  Us  was  wrought, 
That  they  in  royal  net-work  may  be  caught. 

"  When  Greece  and  Rome  accepted  of  a  crown. 
How  soon  they  totter'd  to  oblivion  down  : 
Britannia  hangs  suspended  by  a  thread, 
Without  Our  aid,  her  very  name  is  dead. 

"  What  greater  curse  a  nation  can  befal. 
Than  bow  and  worship  at  a  monarch's  call ; 
An  easy  task  to  profligate  the  one, 
The  subjects  follow,  and  how  soon  undone  ."'  150 

He  ended  with  his  eye  on  Envy  fix'd. 
Who,  tossing  high  his  snakes,  in  turn  spoke  next : 

"  Never,  by  thy  dread  sceptre,  shall  it  be, 
Columbia  from  a  crown  shall  freedom  see .' 
I'd  rather  be  the  vulgar,  born  to  kiss 
Our  royal  feet,  when  we  the  sign  express  ; 
Yea,  be  of  those,  who  oversee  the  damn'd  ; 
Or  to  the  whirlwind  ocean  be  conderan'd. 
Or  swim  with  naked  bosom  through  the  lake  ; 
Or  freeze  eternal  where  the  mountains  break,  l60 

Than  that  Columbia  longer  should  possess 
The  sweets  of  freedom  without  bitterness  ; 

Or  be  ingulf 'd  " 

Brief  was  his  voice,  suppress'd 
By  wrath  that  boil'd  within  his  caldron  breast. 
Speechless  he  sat,  with  madness  overpower'd, 
While  the  cold  adders  on  his  heart  devour'd. 

Now  Cruelty  arises,  grimM  with  blood, 
Slavery,  in  waiting,  at  his  left  hand  stood  ; 
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His  gory  eyeballs  shoot  a  murderous  glare, 

Contentious  serpents  twist  about  his  hair ;  170 

His  mouth  half  open  shows  his  pointed  teeth ; 

Rank  putrefaction  quickens  from  his  breath  ; 

A  scourge  of  uncoil'd  snakes  his  right  hand  holds, 

His  left  the  lacerated  son  of  Africk  folds  : 

"  Long  have  my  thoughts  been  riveted  on  blood, 
And  hard  I've  strove  to  make  my  promise  good. 
I've  left  no  arts  unpractised,  to  debase 
Their  haughty  minds  and  bring  them  in  disgrace. 

"  But  that  our  plans  the  better  may  succeed, 
Albion  I  taught  to  make  her  children  bleed,  180 

That  she,  without  compunction,  might  apply 
My  slaving  scourge  against  their  Liberty. 

"  Hence  I  contriv'd  the  manner  of  her  laws, 
To  give  her  subjects  death  for  slightest  cause : 
A  beggar'd  orphan  for  the  refuse  bread, 
By  my  instruction,  strangles  with  the  dead. 
On  every  heath,  a  gibbet  dark  is  seen. 
Round  which,  at  night,  appear  the  ghosts  of  men. 
It  fill'd  my  sight — it  gave  my  heart  its  joy, 
On  earth  to  find  such  enviable  employ.  19O 

"  With  Albion's  crown,  a  friendship  firm  I  held. 
His  peers  and  nobles ;   and  their  bosoms  steel'd 
'Cilainst  every  act  that  Mercy  could  suggest. 
As  though  that  hell  their  very  blood  possessed, 
Or  a  coil'd  viper  drove  it  from  their  breast. 
Prompted  by  me,  they  seiz'd  on  Freedom's  birth, 
And  made  their  griefs  a  subject  of  their  mirth ; 
Held  them  to  bondage  on  the  ocean  fast. 
Where  oft  with  torture,  they  expired  their  last. 
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Unsparing  scourges  with  strong  arm  they  plied,         200 
Yet  still  they  curs'd,  with  strength  unsatisfied, 
Though  with  their  oozing  blood  the  deck  was  dy'd ! 
At  each  deep  mark,  the  sufferers  groan'd  with  pain, 
Which,  to  my  ear,  had  musick  in  its  strain. 
With  hard-set  teeth,  their  bleeding  flesh  they  tore, 
Till  their  ribs,  naked,  glisten'd  through  the  gore. 
Reduced  by  drops,  their  hearts  -it  lengih  gave  way. 
They  then  their  bodies  loos'd,"  and  cast  them  in  the  sea.'^ 

The  fiend  takes  breath.    With  joy  the  monarch  glows, 
And  the  court,  leaning,  an  awakenincr  shows  210 

To  hear  him  all, — Soon  rested,  he  renews 
The  theme  : — "  Where  scourges  answer'd  not  their  views, 
They  bound  them  close  with  manacles  and  chains, 
Where  sad  they  pinM  with  hunger  eating  pains  ; 
In  dungeons,  barr'd  the  privilege  of  day. 
They  sigh'd,  and  wept,  and  groanM  their  griefs  away. 
Bread,  streak'd  with  green,  and  live  with  brooding  worms. 
They  rationed  them  for  food — their  only  terms. 
This  what  they  eat ;  if  they  refused,  they  felt 
An  inward  fire,  that  caus'd  their  flesh  to  melt.  220 

Yea,  such  the  flame,  it  made  their  hearts  to  fry, 
Which  soon  reduced  them  to  anatomy  ; 
Then,  O  what  concert  would  delight  my  ear, 
Of  dying  groans,  that  agoniz'd  the  sphere  ! 

"  *  Free  born  am  I.     My  birth,  Columbia  gave,' 
(Their  only  cry.)     *  Why  am  1  bound  a  slave  ?' 

They  plead  for  water  to  allay  their  thirst. 
To  draw  forth  pity,  save  from  bosoms  curs'd  ; 
They  mock  their  drought ;  then  drink  Britannia  gave. 
Of  poisoning  power  to  waste  them  to  the  grave,         230 
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The  sailor  drank  the  draught,  then  gasp'd  for  breath, 
And  soon  his  raeagre  form  was  seiz'd  by  death." 

Here  ceas'd  the  fiend.     They  shouted  in  applause. 
As  though  they'd  strangled  Freedom  and  her  laws. 
Long  was  the  period  ere  they  staid  for  breath, 
Then  yellM  so  dire,  they  startled  things  beneath  ; 
Louder  than  thunder,  when  it  awful  breaks, 
Or  earth's  convulsion,  when  her  centre  shakes. 

At  length,  the  monarch  gave  the  signal  nod. 
Commanding  silence  of  the  house  of  blood.  240 

His  glaring  eyes  lost  half  their  aspect  wild. 
His  brows  thrown  back,  his  features  grimly  smiPd  : 

"  Hell  swallows  up  the  earth  !  'twas  nobly  done  ! 
Only  have  We  to  finish  what's  begun. 
If  Freedom  tamely  suffers  this  to  pass, 
Swift  run  the  sands  of  her  expiring  glass. 
Yea,  on  the  ruins  of  her  state,  will  We 
A  throne  erect  sublime  of  monarchy. 

"  Much  honour  is  to  him,  Our  peer  last  spoke  ; 
His  whips  of  wire  their  stubborn  hearts  have  broke ;  250 
He,  to  rewards,  no  titleship  need  urge. 
As  many  souls  are  his  as  he  can  scourge. 

''  How  must  it  wring  with  agony  Our  foe, 
Fredonia,  wretched,  listening  to  their  wo ! 
We  bend  to  dust  the  bosom  of  her  pride  ; 
In  lofty  triumph  o'er  her  land  We  ride  ! 
Her  tears  are  drops  of  cordial  to  the  soul — 
Freedom  is  down — a  Monarch  rules  the  whole  !" 

Listening  no  longer  could  his  nobles  sit, 
But,  with  one  impulse,  bounded  on  their  feet,  260 

6* 


^4  PREDONfAU.       (JAMO  H. 

And  peal'd  their  tongues,  their  sovereign  to  extoi. 
So  loud,  the  spectres  started  round  the  hall. 

The  shouting  done,  he  scans  the  future  o'er  ; 
With  less  of  ardour,  his  expressions  pour: 

"  Yet  wisdom  dictates  not  to  urge  too  ffir. 
Or,  through  despair,  they  might  be  drove  to  war. 
That's  not  Our  purpose — but  to  sink  them  down 
By  small  degrees,  till  they  accept  a  crovvn. 
When  once  made  infamous,  they'll  \Meld  a  prize 
Without  resistance  to  the  first  that  rise.  f  70 

"  Then,  must  that  enemy  of  Crowns  retire 
From  off  the  earth,  and  give  Us  Our  desire  ; 
Yield  Us  that  world,  which,  then.  We  whole  shall  claim, 
Fredonia  may  return  from  whence  she  came ; 
Yea,  let  her  visit  heaven  to  cringe  and  fawn  ; 
Such  servile  worship  is  our  utmost  scorn. 
Without  variety,  how  wearisome, 
Ever  the  time  with  anthems  to  consume  ! 
I'd  rather  mount  the  whirlwinds  of  the  storm, 
Or  ride  the  lightnings  in  their  wildest  form."  280 

He  spoke  with  triumph,  yet  he  look'd  distress'd, 
As  though  compunction  rankled  in  his  breast  : 
But  soon  his  bosom,  festering  with  despair, 
Gave  to  his  features  an  important  air. 

After  short  tumult.  Luxury  arose. 
And  thus  his  thought  upon  resistance  shows  : 

"  King  of  immortal  hosts  !    no  cause  I  see, 
That  ever  they  will  wage  hostility  : 
For,  when  Britannia  to  our  purpose  bent, 
To  reach  the  west,  we  swam  the  element,  290 
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"  At  first,  we  doubted  ever  to  succeed. 
So  firm  their  fathers  stood  in  patriot  deed  ; 
But  soon  we  found  them  willing  to  our  sway. 
And  thousands  join'd  us  in  a  proud  array. 
Spies  gave  us  aid,  the  friends  of  rightful  kings, 
To  sound  their  views  and  bear  them  piecious  things — 
Britannick  gold  to  bribe  the  lettered  press. 
Which  pour'd  forth  streams,  made  rank  with  bitterness ; 
Forc'd  them,  their  ocean  laws  to  violate. 
Laws  that  press'd  Albion  with  a  crushing  weight.      300 
No  bars  are  now  to  interrupt  our  way — 
For  us,  their  holy  men  devoutly  pray  ! 
The  great,  the  noble,  weahhy  and  the  wise. 
Bow  to  thy  throne  with  reverential  eyes. 

"  The  east  and  north,  of  where  the  Hudson  rolls, 
The  ruling  and  the  ruFd  resign  their  souls  ; 
But,  in  our  progress  to  the  south  and  west, 
We  met  the  herald  with  thy  dread  behest." 

As  midnight  birds,  when  they  behold  their  prey, 
Erect  their  heads  and  make  their  eyes  look  gay,        310 
So  the  court  royals,  with  a  smihng  look, 
EyM  the  smooth  courtier,  as  he  boasting  spoke. 

Avarice  had  now  his  former  shape  resum'd, 
And  thus  began,  as  if  with  vict'ry  plum'd  : 

"  Glory  of  hell ! — in  this  position  rest — 
No  thought  of  war  will  harbour  in  their  breast. 
Yea,  I  myself  the  nation  can  o'erwhelm  ; 
None  shall  assist  me  from  thy  subject  realm. 
Provide  but  ample  means,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  soon  I'll  bend  them  to  thy  royal  power.  320 
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Ingots  of  gold  will  all  their  Freedom  buy, 
For  that's  their  god — their  potent  deity  !" 

When  shrivelPd  Avarice  in  silence  fixM, 
The  frightful  demon,  Cowardice,  spoke  next: 
His  shape  was  bloated,  like  the  form  of  death, 
When  swell'd  to  bursting  with  cadaverous  breath. 
His  voice  was  boisterous,  though  he  hell  would  storm, 
W'hilst  every  feature  heighten'd  the  deform  : 

"  Why  talk  of  war  ?  Its  name  their  joints  would  shake ! 
Mention  the  theme,  their  liver'd  hearts  would  quake.  330 
They  miuht,  forsooth,  a  noisy  nothing  show — 
To  think  the  thought,  would  pale  their  colour  low. 
Their  strength  is  water — I,  myself,  alone. 
Could  bow  their  necks,  and  yoke  them  to  a  throne. 
A  blow,  well  aim'd,  would  strike  them  into  awe, 
Hence,  why  this  dread,  they'll  proclamate  a  war  ? 
Petition  and  remonstrance,  all  they  do — 
To  Albion's  king  upon  their  knee  they  sue  ; 
And  what's  their  suit  ?  That  he,  henceforth  would  deign 
To  let  them  voyage,  unplunder'd,  on  the  main  ;        340 
And  that,  'twould  please  his  majesty,  no  more 
To  let  his  Leopards  prowl  upon  their  shore. 
Also,  that  he  in  grace  would  condescend 
No  more  to  slave  the  offspring  of  his  friend  ! 

"  What,  talk  of  war  with  such  a  kneeling  race  ? 
No  fight  is  in  them  ;  spit  upon  their  face, 
They'd  call  it  accident,  or,  at  the  most, 
'Twas  British  spittle — make  it  out  a  boast ! 

"  By  that  which  gushes  from  this  skull-laid  floor — 
By  those  that  suck  the  marrow  and  the  gore —  350 
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By  shrieking  millions  that  descend  hell  gate, 
Crush'd  with  the  pressure  of  theii  sinful  weight — 

By  sceptred  names  " 

Here  broke  his  utterance  short, 
Spent  by  the  passion  which  his  liver  wrought. 
His  eyeballs  strain'd  to  bursting,  show'd  his  wrath — 
His  chattering  jaws  were  bath'd  in  bloody  froth. 
The  council  felt  an  ague  at  his  form, 
So  like  an  image  in  a  thunder  storm. 

Lo,  now  the  monarch  fiend  his  mace  wields  round, 
Touch'd  with  strange  fire  ! — Immediate,  at  a  bound,  360 
The  host  arise  ; — their  rising  was  a  roar 
Equal  to  ocean  breaking  on  the  shore. 
Hush'd  to  attention,  with  expression  loud. 
He  pour'd  his  voice  among  the  Stygian  crowd  : 

*'  Such  fury,  vented,  never  will  decide  ; 
It  argues  nothing  but  a  heart  of  pride. 
When  tempest  passion  bears  away  the  mind, 
It  makes  Us  feeble  as  weak  mortal  kind. 

"  Partial,  at  first.  We  apprehended  war, 
But  this  bears  nothing — not  the  weight  of  air  ;  370 

They  kneel,  but  never  rise. — Admit  they  do- — 
Would  not  the  Albion  trident  pierce  them  through  ? 
Soon  would  their  navy  strangle  in  its  grave — 
iSo  star-lit  banner  on  the  deep  would  wave. 

But  should  they  struggle  through  a  warring  blast, 
Then  till  eternity  would  Freedom  last  ; 
Hence,  Our  design  is  not  too  far  to  press. 
Or  they,  perchance,  by  arms  might  seek  redress. 
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Our  purpose  is  to  break  their  Union  down, 

And  then  for  Anarchy  to  place  the  crown  I  380 

"  Luxury,  thy  tongue  so  well  hath  spoke  Our  views, 
A  riband's  thine,  the  brightest  thou  shall  choose. 
Avarice,  take  gold,  sufficient  the  demand  ; 
Accept  this  rose  asbestine,  from  Our  hand. 
A  garter,  Cruelty,  to  thee  we  give  ; 
Soon  other  Lords  shall  equal  gifts  receive. 

"  Great  was  Our  cause  to  apprehend,  indeed, 
That  with  Columbia,  We  should  ne'er  succeed. 
But  now,  'tis  plain,  if  We  contrive  it  well. 
She  bows  in  worship  to  the  Powers  of  hell.  390 

"  The  better  hence  Our  plans  to  carry  forth. 
From  this.  We'll  brief  adjourn  and  meet  on  earth. 
Far  to  the  north,  where  Hampshire's  mountains  rise, 
Whose  craggy  summits  shoot  into  the  skies, 
We'll  dart  invisible, — from  thence,  behold 
The  passing  scenes,  as,  various,  they  unfold." 

The  court  dissolv'd,  while  such  the  shout,  it  tore 
Th'  impacted  skulls,  out-leaping  from  the  floor  ; 
They  swam  upon  the  blood,  gnashing  their  teeth, 
While  Death,  all  hideous,  started  from  beneath  !        400 

Shrieking  they  fly,  and  pass  through  hell  above. 
As  fiends  the  cloud  from  off* the  lake  remove. 
In  twice  nine  days,  they  gain  the  mountain's  height, 
And  glad,  with  willing  feet  upon  its  summits  light.  ' 
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Long  hath  my  Fancy,  on  the  wing  of  death, 
Pursued  her  darksome  way  through  hell  beneath, 
Where,  cramp'd  with  horror,  breathless  have  I  stood 
To  mark  the  dismal  scenes  of  pain  and  blood. 
But  now,  escapM  the  regions  of  despair, 
I  feel  the  spirit  of  the  quickening  air 
To  bear  me  upward  with  elastick  spring, 
Beyond  the  circle  of  the  comet's  wing. 

Thou,  who  sustain'st  the  poet  as  he  climbs, 
And  the  rough  passion  of  his  soul  sublimes ;  10 

Giv'st  him  to  walk  through  nature's  boundless  road 
To  search  the  place  of  Deity's  abode — 
Thou,  Muse  of  Poesy  !  inspire  me  now  ; 
With  light  effulgent,  circumfuse  my  brow  ; 
Direct  my  compass  from  this  downward  earth, 
To  where  the  mind  receiv'd  its  wonderous  birth. 
Give  me  the  touch  that  none  but  angels  feel — 
Elysi^n  glories  to  my  soul  reveal ! 
Strengthen — O  guide  me,  in  my  course  on  high. 
And  ope  the  gate  of  heaven,  expansive  to  mine  eye !   20 
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What  strange  emotions  startle  through  my  soul  ] 
Beyond  my  sight,  earth  backward  seems  to  roll  I 
Before  my  gaze,  th'  inspiring  Genius  stands  ; 
She  leads  the  way  of  heaven  with  holy  hands  i 
Her  touch,  divine,  improves  my  visual  ray — 
I  see,  I  feel,  1  breathe  immortal  day  ! 

Beyond  the  burning  radiance  of  the  sun — 
Above,  where  stars  in  dancing  circles  run  ; 
Careering  thence,  where  fire-wrapp'd  angels  sing. 
Touching  the  gold  of  the  melodious  string, —  30 

Distance  immense,  immeasurably  high. 
Heaven's  gate  unfolds,  where  dwells  the  Deity  ! 

Scenes  drawn  with  beauty's  pencil  fill  the  sight, 
Where  shades,  in  nice  gradation,  touch  the  light. 
Soothing  the  soul  with  passion  exquisite* 
Pure  streams  of  nectar  in  abundance  flow, 
Whose  channels  brilliant  with  the  diamond  glow. 
Perennial  vallies  open  on  the  view. 
Where  rich  variety  is  ever  new. 

In  emerald  robes  the  hills  and  lawns  are  dressed,         40 
Sweets  of  elixirty  th'  affections  feast. 
Flowers  of  choice  odours  decorate  the  scene, 
Like  stars  that  sprinkle  heaven  with  gold  serene. 
Snow-drops,  and  daffodils,  and  lotus  fair, 
Carnations,  jonquils,  crocus,  tulips  rare — 
The  lofty  blooms,  and  those  that  love  the  grouod, 
Pour  their  sweet  breaths  deliciously  around. 
Th'  ethereal  soil,  in  which  with  smiles  they  grow, 
Befines  their  tints  abave  what  earth  can  know. 
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The  more  the  curious  eye  their  structure  views,  50 

They  through  the  soul  more  loveliness  infuse  ; 
Never  they  languish,  but  eternal  live, 
Beyond  what  man  of  Beauty  can  conceive. 

On  zephyr'd  hills,  exuberant  groves  extend, 
Down  which  the  streams  in  glad  meanderiugs  bend  : 
Here  proutUy  waves  the  victor  laurel  round. 
With  which  the  temples  of  the  just  are  crown'd. 
Trees  of  rich  blossom  with  new  breathings  ris^, 
Spreading  their  flower-deck'd  bosoms  to  the  skies. 
The  elm,  majestick,  rears  its  head  on  high^  6dr 

Near  which,  the  slender  aspen  trembles  by. 

Lambs  in  the  vallies,  innocent  are  seeny 
The  honied  flowerets  cropping  o^er  the  green  ^ 
A  part,  beside  the  lions,  prone  in  sleep, 
Graze  without  fear, — others,  in  gambols  leap^^ 
Pleas'd,  wake  the  lions,  and  enjoy  the  play, 
Grouch  in  the  grass,  then,  rampant,  start  away. 
The  brindled  tiger  placid  treads  the  laWd, 
Or,  in  his  humour,  dandles  with  the  fawn. 
The  kid's  wild  frolick  swells  the  various  bliss  ;  70 

Young  Life  and  Beauty  in  embraces  kiss. 

In  this  fair  paradise,  where  pleasure  reigns, 
Birds  of  sweet  love  enchant  their  happy  strains— 
The  shrill-tongued  lark,  exulting  as  he  flies. 
With  early  song  salutes  the  opening  skies. 
The  gold  canary  never  checks  his  notes — 
Smooth  through  the  air  his  breath  melodious  floats. 
The  speaking  mocking-birds  their  hymns  recite, 
And  the  sweet  sparrow  twitters  with  delight 
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The  linnet,  thrush,  and  nightingale,  in  turn,  80 

Make  the  wide  heavens  with  glowing  musick  burn. 
At  times,  one,  lonely,  sings  his  mirthful  song, 
The  others  listening  to  his  warbling  tongue  — 
When,  lo  !  an  impulse  striking  on  the  whole, 
Their  strains,  seraphick,  melody  the  soul. 

A  lake  expands  its  bosom  on  the  right, 
Pure  in  transparency  as  heaveu-wash'd  light. 
Nothing,  to  match  its  beauties,  can  compare  ; 
The  touch,  creative,  stamp'd  perfection  there. 
Swans,  in  their  milk-white  robes,  adorn  its  breast,        90 
Whose  silver  shades  beneath  their  bosoms  rest. 
With  gladness  now  they  row  along  the  lake  ; 
Their  moving  shadows  into  fragments  break. 
The  happy  swimmers  mark  the  pearls  that  shine, 
And  diamond  shores,  that  burn  with  flame  divine  ; 
The  firmament,  reflected  from  below. 
With  all  the  wonderous  scenes  that  round  about  it  glow. 

Here  souls,  translated,  wash  their  stains  away, 
When,  from  the  earth,  they  burst  their  prisoning  clay. 
With  holy  thirstings,  large  they  quaff"  the  wave  ;         100 
Youth  springs,  immortal,  from  the  virtuous  grave  ! 

Refin'd — enfrancbis'd  from  the  dross  of  earth, 
In  sacred  form,  they  pour  their  homage  forth. 
Clad  in  the  vestures  of  their  God,  they  stand 
With  hallow'd  censers  burning  in  their  hand. 
From  which,  pure  clouds  of  incense  curl  on  high, 
To  visit  which,  live  rainbows  leave  the  sky. 
Whilst  the  bless'd  multitudes,  on  bended  knee^ 
la  holy  thought,  adore  the  Deity. 
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Deep  pouring  from  the  lake,  a  river  springs,  110 

In  whose  bright  waters  angels  dip  their  wings. 
The  liquid  silver  winds  through  field  and  grove — 
'Tween  parted  hills,  where  Beauty  wakens  Love. 
Its  marble  bottom,  deck'd  with  emerald,  glows. 
As  smooth  the  lapsing  wave,  like  falling  musick,  flows. 

Its  sloping  banks  with  dewy  moss  are  crown'd, 
Such  as  draws  life  from  heaven's  nectareous  ground  ; 
Soft  as  the  web,  that  forms  the  silkworm's  nest, 
Or  down,  that  blossoms  on  the  cygnet's  breast. 
Each  colour  kissing  each,  with  sweetness  blends,       120 
Like  heaven's  arch'd  bow,  that  round  creation  bends. 

Beyond  the  moss,  stand  trees  forever  green, 
Where  the  choice  bird  of  paradise  is  seen. 
The  fruits,  reflected  in  the  wave  below,^ 
Seem  to  the  eye  invertedly  to  grow. 

Myriads  of  gold  and  silver  fishes  play 
'Neath  the  cool  shades,  or  in  the  dazzling  ray. 
With  nimble  fin,  they  rapid  dart  along. 
At  times,  like  tiny  troops,  a  beauteous  throng, 
Marshall'd  they  move,  and  then  in  files  they  reach  ;  130 
Then,  shoal  together  round  the  diamond  beach. 
They  leap  and  taste  the  air — then,  diving,  swim, — 
And  then,  quick-wheeling,  o'er  the  surface  skim, 
Rippling  the  unchaf 'd  waters  as  they  pass, 
Shivering  the  stream — a  broken  flood  of  glass  ; 
Birds,  trees  and  fruits,  the  heavens  around  that  glow, 
Like  shattered  fragments  in  the  mirror  flow. 

On  these  bless'd  fields,  translated  Spirits  move, 
Wrapp'd  in  th'  adoring  ecstacy  of  love ; 
6» 
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Here  reign  immeasurable  joys  forever  more,  140 

Immense, — from  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  shore. 

High  o'er  this  blissful  heaven,  another  rolls, 
AVhere  seraphs  walk  sublime  the  shining  poles  : 
Or  float  on  rapture,  circumfus'd  in  light, 
Bordering  the  Deity — stupendous  height ! 
Respiring  large  His  breathings  exquisite. 
At  times,  they  ride  on  chariots,  wing'd  with  flame, 
Through  fields  of  space — creation's  boundless  frame  I 
At  times,  in  holy  rings,  their  hands  unite. 
And  virtues  pure  to  Deity  recite.  1.50 

Then,  in  conclusion,  swell  the  strain  so  high) 
The  anthem  echoes  through  immensity. 

Beyond  this  second  heaven,  the  seraphs'  clime. 
Another  rolls  in  viewless  light  sublime  ; 
Here  dwells  th'  eternal  Deity,  unknown — 
A  unit,  multitude,  and  yet,  alone  ! 
The  centre  point — the  circle  of  the  whole ; 
The  former  of  a  mite, — the  breather  of  the  soul ! 
His  outward  skirts  are  curtain'd  in  a  blaze 
Of  gold,  made  fire, — blinding  the  worship  gaze  160 

Of  angels,  crown'd  with  tires,  unless  they  fling, 
Before  the  sudden  brilliancy,  their  wing. 
Shading  the  dazzling  dark  ;  e'en  then,  the  shine 
Bows  them  with  reverence  to  the  Power  divine  ! 
So  bright  tb'  efiulgence  of  th'  empyreal  beam, 
A  world  of  suns  would  midnight  darkness  seem. 

Thus  orb'd  in  fire,  He  zones  creation  round* 
Breathing  to  all  vitality  profound. 
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When  in  Elysium  west,  He  shades  His  view, 

He  lines  the  vault  with  stars,  created  new,  170 

And  round  the  universe,  their  paths  pursue ; 

And  bands  of  angels  on  the  wings  of  light, 

Repeat  soft  musick  to  the  ear  of  JNight. 

Now,  from  the  orient,  Deity  appears  ; 
Forth,  at  His  smile,  day  quickens  round  the  spheres. 
The  dread  magnificence,  to  his  presence  given, 
Bends  into  worship  all  the  host  of  heaven. 

The  open-bosomM  flowers,  baptizM  with  dew, 
Breathe  a  rich  wilderness  of  odours  new. 
Which  forth  allures  the  humming-bird  with  bliss        180 
Them  to  salute  with  love-delighting  kiss. 

A  cloud  of  gorgeous  fashion  in  the  east 
Supports  an  angel  troop,  of  whom  the  least 
Not  the  whole  earth  would  bear  comparison, 
Were  all  its  beauty  melted  into  one. 

The  cloud,  the  paintings  of  a  God  unfold, 
With  which  the  topaz,  ruby,  fire-prov'd  gold, 
The  opal,  jacinth,  emerald,  jasper  fair. 
Are  meanly  dull,  their  splendours  to  compare. 
Fringes  of  rainbow'd  light  its  skirts  adorn,  190 

Blending  the  beams  of  Deity  new-born. 
Soft  as  it  floats  upon  the  silver  air, 
Uniraageable  forms  divine  appear. 
Changing  exquisite,  as  the  cloud  in  heaven 
Changes  its  folds,  by  breathing  zephyrs  driven. 

These  cloud-wrappM  angels  of  the  second  clime, 
At  the  dread  voice  of  Deity  sublime, 
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Convene  th'  Immmortals  at  the  floral  bower, 
When  great  events  hang  pending  on  the  hour. 

Lo,  now  a  Seraph  from  the  cloud  descries  200 

Fredonia,  entering  the  empyreal  skies — 
(Fredonia,  crown'd  celestial  at  her  birth, 
The  guardian  genius  of  Columbia's  earth.) 
On  vital  pinions,  swift,  he  cleaves  his  way ; 
His  cheek  so  fair,  it  shames  the  blush  of  day. 
His  plumes,  transparent,  in  the  sunbeams  shine^ 
Reflecting  far  a  splendidness  divine. 
As  smooth  he,  floating  o'er  th'  empyrean,  sails, 
Fanning  with  gentle  wing  the  yielding  gales, 
A  golden  clarion  in  his  right  he  bears,  210 

Which,  when  it  sounds,  his  purposes  declares. 
Soft  to  his  kissing  lips  the  trump  he  plies, 
And,  breathing  melody,  as  forth  he  flies, 
Touches  the  soul  with  nameless  ecstacies  : 

"  Ye,  crownM  with  immortality  !    arise  ! 
Fredonia,  from  the  earth,  hath  reach'd  the  skies. 
Lo,  at  the  foot  of  heaven's  superior  mouat. 
Where  flows  the  stream  from  the  Elysian  fount. 
Pensive  she  sits.     Arise,  Empy reals,  now. 
Greet  her  with  smiles,  for  heavy  is  her  brow.  220 

Events,  momentous,  weigh  upon  the  hour  ; 
In  full  escort,  attend  her  to  the  bower. 
There  will  the  Goddess  openly  relate 
The  weal  and  wo  of  Freedom's  infant  state." 

Brief  as  he  clos'd,  he  breath'd  such  melting  strains, 
It  echo'd  rausick  through  the  happy  plains. 
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Forth  at  the  summons,  th'  Immortals  move 
With  grace,  that  shows  their  origin  above. 
From  different  seats  of  blessedness,  they  rise 
With  dazzling  virtues  speaking  from  their  eyes.         230 
From  lawns  profuse  of  flowers,  where  Pleasure  dwells  ; 
From  mossy  banks  ;  from  grottos;  echoing  dells  ; 
From  groves  of  myrrh,  where  musing  Silence  strays, 
And  Contemplation  all  herself  surveys  5 
From  the  full  river,  diamond-bounded  lake. 
Where  souls,  enfranchised,  hear  the  anthems  break. 

Their  numbers  brilliant,  moving  at  the  sound. 
Would  the  strain'd  efforts  of  the  mind  confound ; 
As  countless  stars  in  brightening  circles  dance 
To  hallowM  musick  on  the  blue  expanse  ;  240 

As  drops  of  dew  the  robes  of  spring  adorn, 
When  infant  day  with  fragrant  breath  is  born ; 
As  beams  of  light  reflected  from  a  shower, 
When  three  fair  rainbows  from  two  mountains  tower  :— • 
In  numbers  like  to  this,  the  Bless'd  appear. 
And  fill  with  splendour  the  celestial  sphere. 
Ravish'd  in  bliss,  so  light  of  foot  they  tread. 
They  leave  the  dew  upon  the  violet's  head. 

West'of  the  lake,  in  this  bright  world  divine, 
A  mount  appears,  down  which  gold  streamlets  shine.  250 
A  plain  extends  upon  its  summit  round. 
Where  Grace  and  Beauty  step  the  hallow'd  ground. 
Here  breathes  the  bower  of  heaven  with  fragrance  full, 
From  which  the  souls  elect,  ambrosial  flowerets  cull. 
Palnrtrees  in  negligence  of  nature  stand, 
Forming  the  pillars  that  enclose  the  land. 
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The  spiry-creeping  vines  their  brown  trunks  wed, 

Whose  purple  clusters  gladdening  odours  shed. 

To  fill  the  distant  vacancies  between, 

Growths,  less  exalted,  careless  intervene  :  260 

The  nectar  peach,  the  olive  and  the  fig. 

Round  which  the  woodbine  winds  its  modest  sprig. 

At  times, the  orange  spreads  its  silver  leaves. 

Through  which,  with  truant  curl,  the  jesmine  weaves. 

The  spice-tree  flourishes  divinely  fair, 

Scattering  a  waste  of  richness  through  the  air. 

The  rose-vine  throws  a  beauty  o'er  the  scene, 

Its  flowers  expanding  'mid  the  foliage  green. 

Down  from  the  lofty  palms,  in  loose  array. 

Festoons  depend,  where  bees  their  pastime  play ;      270 

And  humming  birds,  too  delicate  to  light, 

Sip  the  aroma,  lovely  to  the  sight. 

Four  cedars  to  the  north  affect  the  skies, 
Two  rainbow  arches  from  their  summits  rise, 
Caused  by  the  incense  breathing  from  each  flowed", 
'Neath  which  th'  Immortals  enter  in  the  bower. 
The  grove  within,  reveals  soft  scenery  bright ; 
Through  quivering  leaves,  descends  the  dancing  light : 
A  verdant  carpet  round  the  floor  is  spread. 
On  which  th'  Empyreals,  without  foot-print,  tread,      280 
ComposM  of  tender  turf,  with  flowers  bestrown. 
Scattered  with  wildness  by  the  hand  unknown : 
A  various  charm  to  every  sense  is  given, 
Presenting  beauty  to  the  eye  of  heaven. 

Seats,  gold  with  diamond  edg'd  around,  are  plac'd, 
And  in  the  centre  with  a  forum  grac'd. 
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On  Thirteen  pillars  it  majestick  stands, 
The  choicest  labour  of  celestial  hands, 
Of  purer  gems  than  mortal  eye  beheld, 
While  more  than  half  their  splendours  lie  conceal'd  ;  290 

The  fair  cornelian  shines  with  roseate  dye, 
With  which  the  colours  of  the  topaz  vie, 
A  tender  green  is  to  the  beryl  given, 
The  sapphire  dazzles  like  the  noonday  heaven. 
The  crystal,  clear,  emits  an  unstain'd  light. 
And  next  in  order  is  the  chrysolite. 
The  amethyst  with  modest  violet  glows, 
Through  which  the  amber  of  the  jacinth  flows. 
The  virgin  ruby  blushes  in  its  face ; 
Rob'd  is  the  emerald  with  a  spring-time  grace.  300 

The  sardine's  beauty  melts  upon  the  sight  ; 
The  polish'd  marble  varies  with  delight. 
Quenchless,  the  diamond  burns  with  brilliant  ray, 
Vital,  reflecting  the  eternal  day. 

Plac'd  on  these  pillars  is  the  forum  seen, 
FashionM  of  gold  and  precious  gems  serene. 
Silver  the  steps,  reflecting,  as  they  rise, 
A  light,  resplendent  to  celestial  eyes  ; 
Pearl  is  the  floor,  smooth  as  a  crystal  sea, 
Where  heaven  is  pictured  in  its  symmetry.  310 

Full  on  its  front,  by  Beauty  is  engrav'd 
An  Eagle,  lightuing-ey'd,  with  pinions  wav'd. 
His  dexter  claw  the  sacred  Olives  hold ; 
His  left,  the  pointed  Arrows  strong  infold. 
Sceptres  and  crowns  lie  broke,  his  feet  beneath, 
While  toys*  of  mouarchs  blaze  before  his  breath. 

•f  Scarfs^  Ribands,  &c. 
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A  galaxy  of  Stars  illumes  his  head, 

Whose  beams,  divergent,  dazzle  as  they  spread. 

Now,  on  the  plains,  whence  towers  the  sacred  hill, 
Where,  from  a  fountain,  leaps  a  cascade  rill,  320 

The  host  celestial,  congregating  meet. 
With  looks  that  show  their  happiness  complete  ; 
Smiles  play  in  ringlets,  dimpling  round  their  cheek ; 
Eyes  glancing,  rapture  of  the  soul  bespeak. 

In  radiant  files  displayed,  sublime  they  move, 
Leaving  the  plain  to  reach  the  mountain  grove. 
Fredonia,  soft  array 'd  in  robes  divine. 
Leads  with  smooth  step  the  consecrated  line  ; 
Her  snowy  right  sustains  a  cap  and  spear, 
The  verdant  olives  in  her  left  appear.  330 

On  as  she  glides  with  a  perfective  grace. 
Love's  roseate  blushes  paradise  her  face. 

Next,  Independence,  dignifif^d  moves  forth. 
His  fashion  vigorous,  though  of  heaven  his  birth. 
His  full-arch'd  bosom,  pnrtial  is  reveal'd  ; 
He  bears  a  fealher'd  arrow,  bow  and  shield. 

Justice  progresses  with  unchanging  mien, 
Sedate,  majestick,  yet  not  unserene. 
His  hand  sustains  a  sword  of  diamond  pure, 
His  righteous  judgments,  like  its  edge,  endure.  340 

With  antjel  look,  sweet  Temperance  leaves  the  plain  ; 
Delight  and  IlealHi  are  smiling  in  her  train. 
Their  step  so  light,  they  scarce  the  flowerets  press, 
Their  eyes  receiving  and  returning  bliss. 

Industry,  blushing  like  the  rising  morn, 
Supports  a  harvest  hook  and  golden  corn  ; 
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Sweet-ey'd  Contentment  in  her  hand  she  leads, 
As  gay  she  trips  it  o'er  the  laughing  meads. 

Then  Patriotism,  mark'd  with  port  sublime 
And  step  unwavering,  treads  th'  Elysian  clime.  350 

A  garland  wreath  his  lofty  temples  bear  ; 
His  eye  looks  future  with  a  pondering  air; 
All  self  IS  rooted  from  each  inward  part, 
A  beam  of  honour  burns  upon  his  heart. 

The  goddess  Victory  bears  high  a  shield. 
Flashing  a  dazzling  brilliance  o'er  the  field. 
She  moves,  direct,  where  Patriotism  shows  ; 
A  star-crown'd  Phoenix  stands  upon  her  brows. 

With  gentle  Love,  soft  Charity  combines. 
Around  whose  neck  a  smiling  cherub  twines.  360 

The  sweetest  odours  to  her  breath  are  given  ; 
Her  heart  is  tender  as  the  thoughts  of  heaven. 

With  musick-raeasur'd  feet,  moves  gentle  Peace, 
Without  whose  presence,  heaven  would  lose  its  grace. 
Robes,  wrought  by  Deity,  her  limbs  infold,  gold. 

Whilst  round  her  temples  curl  bright  rainbows  fring'd  with 

Next  soul-delighting  Hope  is  buoyant  seen 
On  playful  tiptoe,  dancing  o'er  the  green. 
Flowers  bloom  full-bosom'd,  where  she  prints  her  tread, 
While  pictured  visions  glitter  round  her  head.  370 

Other  Immortals  in  bright  train  appear. 
Before    is  notic'd  their  declining  rear. 

But  now,  when  these  had  pass'd,  the  souls  glide  forth, 
Who  bless'd  mankind  what  time  they  dwelt  on  earth  ; 
Wash'd  in  the  purifying  streams  above, 
Half  veil'd  in  radiance,  to  the  bower  they  move. 
7 


74  PREDONIAD.      CANTO  III. 

First  of  this  circle,  Wasiiington  appears, 
Whose  august  virtue  the  full  heaven  reveres. 
Couchant,  the  lion  stoops  with  humbled  eye  ; 
An  eagle  greets  him  from  sublimity.  380 

With  golden  clarions,  seraphim  proclaim  : 
"  Behold  a  mortal  of  immortal  name  !" 

Montgomery  next  approaching,  gains  the  sight. 
Serenely  mild  as  evening's  holy  light. 
A  train  of  stars  his  temples  proud  adorn, 
Pure  as  creation  at  her  birthday  morn. 

Warren  deep  blushes  with  the  glow  of  youth  ; 
His  heart  beat  vital  in  the  cause  of  truth  ; 
Wrapp'd  with  the  beams  new  burnish'd  in  the  sky, 
His  bosom  feels  a  throbbing  ecstacy.  390 

With  kindred  likeness  of  an  angel's  mien, 
The  next  advancing  is  th'  immortal  Green  ; 
The  laurels,  growth  of  heaven,  his  brows  surround  ; 
His  eyes  flash  victory  with  look  profound. 

Knox,  Lincoln,  Sumpter,  Marion,  Clinton,  Wayne, 
Reid,  Otis,  Laurens,  mingle  in  the  train ; 
Sevier  and  Mercer,  Wooster — names  of  light — 
Nash,  Morgan,  Putnam,  dignify  the  sight. 

Franklin  appears  with  wisdom  in  his  form. 
Whose  arm  had  tam'd  the  lightning  of  the  storm  ;     400 
E'en  Virtue's  self  receives  a  brighter  shine 
From  the  dread  presence  of  the  man  divine. 

Hancock  and  Adams  next  engage  the  view. 
Clad  with  the  righteousness  of  virtue  new. 
By  their  proud  deeds  a  tyrant  throne  was  riven, 
For  which  they  triumph  on  the  plains  of  heaven. 
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These  patriots  having  pass'd,  th^  illustrious  Jay 
Glides  without  effort  o'er  the  flowery  way. 
While  in  the  prisonment  of  flesh  he  dwelt, 
He  the  sharp  tooth  of  rancorous  Faction  felt ;  410 

But  now  he  walks  in  radiant  glory  forth, 
Spotless  his  robes,  expressive  of  his  worth. 

Next  Henry,  lone  is  seen — pillar  of  light, 
He  broke  the  darkness  oftyrannick  night. 
His  voice  spoke  thunder  to  an  iron  throne, 
And  made  the  holy  cause  of  Freedom  known. 
A  halo,  burning  round  his  brow,  appears  ; 
Hb  tongue  sublime  gave  answer  to  the  spheres. 

Nor  shall  the  Muse  forget  thy  memory,  Ames  ! 
Thy  voice  was  richer  than  a  poet's  dreams !  420 

The  flint  in  marble  hearts  was  soft  as, snow, 
When  the  sweet  honey  from  thy  lips  did  flow. 

Thy  name  brings  back  the  years  forever  gone. 
When  Friendship  bless'd  me  with  thine  elder  son  ; 
When  round  our  brows  Hope  pour'd  her  gladdening  ray, 
And  golden  pleasures  stole  the  hours  away  ; 
Thy  name  with  his  shall  dwell  upon  my  heart, 
Till  death  shall  strike  my  bosom  with  his  dart. 

And  now,  behold  two  sons  of  epick  song 
Are  heard  to  sing  with  transport  on  their  tongue  :      430 
Barlow's  soft  numbers  flow  with  smooth  delight — 
Him,  sweetly  answering,  swells  harmonious  Dwight. 
When  poet's  lightning  burnt  within  their  breast, 
They  felt  a  feeling  never  yet  express'd. 
They  rode  the  thunder-clouds,  when  black  with  war, 
Or  held  sweet  converse  with  each  social  star. 
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The  comets  visited,  in  fier^  robes — 
Worlds  above  worlds, — revolving  globes  on  globes  ; 
Their  e^es,  impatient,  glanc'd  the  sphere  of  heaven — 
But  now,  fruition  to  their  souls  is  given.  440 

Next  West  appears,  the  child  of  nature  true, 
Under  whose  touch  the  liring  features  grew. 
Why  from  thy  country,  foreign  didst  thou  roam  ? 
Was  not  thy  genius  sanctified  at  home  ? 
Forbear  the  theme  :  from  earth,  enfranchised  now, 
Thy  pencils,  dipp'd  in  heaven,  designs  immortal  show. 

West  is  succeeded  in  the  train  by  Rush, 
Whose  cheek,  made  youthful,  glows  with  starry  blush. 
On  earth,  deep  wisdom  stamp'd  his  every  plan, 
Unspotted  virtue  sanctified  the  man.  450 

In  hiu),  the  wido^  and  the  orphan  found 
A  husband,  father,  for  their  anguish'd  wound. 
His  country's  glory  was  the  polar  beam, 
That  cheer'd  his  soul  on  life's  tempestuous  stream. 
He  met  Disease  and  foiFd  him  of  his  dart, 
Despair  and  anguish  quit  the  struggling  heart ; 
Death  trembled  at  his  coming — withering,  fled  ; 
The  dying  rose,  and  bless'd  his  hoary  head  ; 
But  now  he  basks  beneath  the  beams  of  love, 
Freed,  through  death's  portal,  to  the  courts  above.     460 

The  eagle  soul  of  Rittenhouse  appears, 
Whose  winklesseye  observ'd  the  flaming  spheres. 
Live  at  his  touch,  a  universe  sprang  forth  ; 
He  gave  celestial  worlds  a  second  birth. 

Godfrey  and  Fulton,  wedded  hand  in  hand 
With  eye  of  science,  ken  the  wonderous  land  ; 
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That,  with  his  quadrant,  had  reversM  the  sun, 

And  taught  the  mariner  his  course  to  run  ; 

This,  with  his  vapour  dens'd,  propelFd  the  ship, 

In  proud  defiance  of  the  storm-chaf'd  deep.  470 

Columbus  next  majestick  treads  the  lawn. 
Whose  noble  breast  three  infant  ships  adorn  ; 
A  burning  star  illuminates  his  brow 
With  rays  resplendent — thirty  points  and  two. 

O  how  ungrateful  to  purloin  thy  fame, 
And  give  thy  glory  to  another's  name  ! 
Lo,  for  a  world,  the  earth  but  dungeons  gave ! 
But  heaven  is  just — rewards  beyond  the  grave. 

Others,  innumerous,  pass  upon  their  rear ; 
Fine  arts  and  science  in  their  looks  appear.  480 

Bath'd  in  the  streams  of  life,  no  mortal  mind 
Can  reach  their  souls,  with  sacredness  refin'd — 
Conceive  perfection,  pure  as  hallow'd  light — 
Think  of  thrilPd  ecstacy  beyond  delight — 
Wind  the  soul's  fancy,  till  it  feels  a  press, 
An  holy  shivering  with  its  happiness  ; 
Beyond  impassioned  thought,  their  raptures  tower, 
As  earth  is  distant  from  the  Centre  Power  ! 

But  who  is  this  initiated  now  ? 
Wisdom  and  eloquence  adorn  his  brow  !  490 

A  brilliant  halo  round  his  temple  plays. 
He  seems  bewilder'd  in  a  tranceful  maze — 
'Tis  Pinckney  smiling  over  Death  ! — whose  tongue 
Mortals  transported,  with  their  hearts  new-strung. 

Th'  empyreal  train,  with  measured  step  proceed, 
Winding  the  mountain  where  the  flower  bees  feed. 

7* 
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Through  paths,  with  manna  sprinkled  smooth,  they  rise, 

Each  bosom  touch'd  with  holy  sympathies  ; 

Myrtles,  profuse,  their  odours  breathe  around — 

Th'  eternal  amaranth  delights  the  ground.  500 

Roses  unfold  their  bosoms  to  the  day. 

And  all  their  sweets  without  a  thorn  display. 

On  every  side,  infantile  cherubs  move, 
Whose  rosy  features  smile  the  smile  of  love  ; 
Their  dove-like  rings  exuberant  charms  unfold, 
Dipp'd  in  the  rainbow, — edg'd  with  melted  gold. 
Some,  harps,  self-tun'd, — some,  timbrels  bear  in  hand, 
Whose  notes  of  symphony  the  soul  command. 
Light  as  their  fingers  kiss  the  trembhng  strings. 
Each  voice  an  anthem  voluntary  sings —  510 

So  passing  sweet  the  musick  floats  around, 
The  flowers,  new  with  life,  lean  forward  to  the  sound. 

At  length,  they  enter  in  the  bowery  grove, 
Fill'd  with  the  fragrancy  of  heaven  above. 
To  golden  seats  in  circles,  they  repair, — 
Freedom's  celestial  Genius  with  an  air 
Ascends  the  forum,  that  reveals  her  breast 
With  some  concernment  heavily  depressed. 

Justice,  in  signal,  elevates  his  hand — 
The  musick  dies  of  the  infantile  band  ;  520 

Their  wings  expanding,  wave  with  motion  light, 
Reflecting  beauties,  that  surprise  the  sight  ; 
Their  blushing  feet,  on  palms  and  olives  rest, 
While  love's  soft  breathings  nestle  in  their  breast. 

The  musick  hush'd, — Fredonia  rises  now, 
A  wreath  of  graces  curling  round  her  brow. 
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Transparent  colours  in  her  cheeks  unite — 

Tiie  tender  rose,  the  lily's  virgin  white. 

With  voice  attun'd  to  a  delicious  note, 

Sweet  through  the  bower  her  words  harmonious  float:  530 

"  Ye,  heaven-translated  of  the  world,  above, 
Feasting  unsated  on  ambrosial  love  ! 
Mine  eyes  are  swimming  in  a  tide  of  bliss 
To  greet  you  here  from  scenes  of  bitterness. 

"For  twice  ten  summers  from  these  bowers  I've  stray'd, 
And  the  full  earth  through  all  its  parts  surveyed  ; 
Yea,  mark'd  its  passion  with  a  jealous  eye, 
Tracing  the  progress  of  its  Liberty. 

"  Alas,  no  State  of  the  terrestrial  sphere 
Would  the  invitings  of  my  language  hear.  540 

Round  Africk's  shores  a  slaving  ignorance  reigns, 
And  Superstition  crimsons  Asia's  plains. 
Europia's  offspring  make  the  specious  show, 
As  if  they  knew  the  blessings  I  bestow  ; 
But  all  their  knowledge  is  a  sounding  name. 
They  groan  alike,  with  kings  and  crowns  the  same. 
Distinction  forms  the  worship  of  their  souls — 
'Tis  this  their  mental  energies  controls. 
What  now  their  hopes  the  highest  satisfies 
Is  tinsel  weahh  and  things  of  butterflies.  550 

"  I  for  a  time,  brief-passing,  struck  my  lyre, 
On  the  green  borders  of  the  Seine  and  Loire, 
The  Franks  transported  with  the  glorious  theme. 
Sung  swelling  anthems  o'er  each  happy  stream  ; 
But  soon  grim  Anarchy  appear'd,  and  fill'd 
The  heart  with  bitterness,  till  the  soul  was  chill'd. 
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Son  met  his  father,  reckless  of  his  years  ; 

The  rivers  burst  their  banks  with  blood  and  tears  ! 

With  aching  bosom  from  the  land  I  flew, 

Unable  to  behold  the  bleeding  view.  560 

"  From  this  dread  scene  1  pass'd  to  Erin's  plain, 
But  round  her  shores  I  tun'd  her  Harp  in  vain. 
The  notes,  at  first,  were  soothing  to  her  heart. 
And  ne'er, — O  never  did  1  think  to  part. 
But  lo  !  a  prowling  Lion  check'd  the  strain  ! 
I  left  her  tearful,  stooping  o'er  the  main." 

Her  bosom  trembled — she  let  fall  a  tear- 
More  lucid  drop  than  that — (the  morning  clear,) 
Which  hangs  suspended  from  a  leaf's  extreme, 
A  beauteous  mirror  for  the  orient  beam.  570 

The  cherubs  fill  the  pause  with  melting  song — 
The  weeping  numbers  sighing,  they  prolong  ; 
Their  voice  uniting  with  their  harps,  so  faint, 
And  yet  so  tender  the  soul-moving  plaint, 
Th'  immortal  synod  languish,  while  they  feel 
A  something  holy,  that  no  words  reveal. 

The  anthem  clos'd,  the  subject  she  pursues. 
Her  blue  eyes  floating  in  the  trembling  dews  : 

"  From  the  Green  Isle,  my  circle  I  renew'd  : 
The  sweet-ey'd  star  of  evening  1  pursued  ;  580 

I  met  Columbia,  and  with  transport  soon 
I  thrill'd  her  heart  with  Freedom's  quickening  tune. 

Lo,  at  the  mention  of  the  sacred  name. 
The  sainted  patriots  felt  a  hallow'd  flame 
Glow  in  their  bosoms,  and,  with  impulse  strong. 
They  pour'd  their  tear-wrapp'd  feelings  from  their  tongue: 
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"  Hail  to  the  name  ! — Columbia,  ever  be 
Cemented,  and  abide  in  Liberty  !" 

The  voice  of  heaven  proceeds  :  "  Each  object  thrill'd 
My  heart  with  gladness,  as  my  course  1  held.  590 

Whatever  compass,  anxious,  I  pursu'd, 
Through  cities  throng'd,  or  vales  of  sohtude. 
All  felt  their  Freedom  purchased  was  with  blood. 
The  temple  which  to  me  you  there  uprear'd, 
Was  still  exalted,  honoured,  and  revei'd. 
Peace  o'er  the  land  her  milk-white  doves  display'd  ; 
No  jars  intestine  shook  their  faith,  dismayed  ; 
Joys  circled  joys  on  buoyant  tiptoe  round, 
The  vallies  bloomed  with  life  by  Plenty  crown'd. 
Each  soul  breath'd  valour — generous  every  heart —  600 
Substantial  virtues  strengthen^  every  part. 
Their  voices  shrill  re-echo'd  to  my  lyre, 
Which  in  their  bosoms  wak'd  a  quenchless  fire. 

"  But  language  cannot  speak  what  sad  I  fear'd, 
Wh^n  forth  from  hell  two  hideous  fiends  appeared, 
Avarice  I  fell  Luxury  ! — From  Albion's  Isle, 
They  brought  the  bane,  Columbia  to  defile. 

"  Now  wings  of  gaudy  insects  charm  their  sight — 
Musick  of  gold  is  transport  exquisite. 
Th'  invading  poison  circulates  around —  610 

No  real  virtue  consecrates  the  ground. 
Soon  I  perceiv'd  my  lyre  a  discord  made — 
I  cut  the  path  of  heaven  with  deep  affliction  sad. 

"  Fame,  I  instructed  to  abide  on  earth. 
To  bear  us  tidings  of  Columbian  birth. 
Unseen  she  stood  within  the  hall  of  state. 
To  hear  the  manner  of  their  full  debate." 
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She  pauses  with  her  tears — her  bosom  heaves 
With  deep  concernment,  while  the  synod  grieves. 
Tn  her  soft  breast,  such  passions  habit  there,  620 

Her  tongue  refuses  farther  to  declare  ; 
She  waves  to  Independence  on  the  right, 
That  he  should  rise,  the  painful  theme  recite  ; 
(He  from  the  earth  had  late  advanc'd  his  way. 
To  join  th'  Immortals  in  their  bright  array.) 

"  And  must  I,  sad,  the  circumstance  unfold — 
The  icy  truth — Columbia  kneels  to  gold  ! 
The  tyrant  Fiend  employs  his  every  hour 
To  bow  her  sons  beneath  a  kingly  power  ; 
To  bar  Fredonia  from  the  land  away,  630 

And  rule  the  earth,  unbounded  in  his  sway. 
No  method,  art,  device,  will  be  untried, 
That  on  their  necks  victorious  he  may  ride. 
Discord,  loud-raving,  thunders  round  her  shores; 
At  every  stride,  his  voice  augmenting  roars ; 
To  break  their  Union's  chain,  th'  Infernal's  plan — 
To  grasp  Columbia  in  his  withering  span. 

"  The  hardy  virtues  of  their  sires  have  fled — 
They  yield  the  liberty,  for  which  they  bled ; 
Tamely  they  suffer  Albion  to  excite  640 

The  savage  wild  men  to  their  murderous  rite — 
To  send  forth  spies  to  watch  their  weaker  part, 
And  thus  stab  Freedom,  secret,  at  the  heart — 
To  bar  their  traversing  the  ocean  free,  * 
Unless  to  her,  they  price  the  liberty  ! 
To  smite  their  vessels,  ere  they  reach  the  sea, 
And  bend  their  Eagle  from  his  realms  of  day-^- 
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T'  Impress  their  bosom'd  offspring  in  their  fleets, 
Where  hope  expires  and  mercy  sad  retreats — 

To  starve,  to  scourge  " 

His  utterance  was  suppressed        650 
By  scenes  of  blood  that  laboured  in  his  breast. 
A  softening  drop  is  seen  in  every  eye, 
Touched  to  the  soul  with  tender  sympathy, 
Such  tears  as  to  immortal  eyes  are  given — 
Pure  as  the  droppings  from  a  rainbow'd  heaven. 

In  holy  sorrow  Washington  arose — 
And  thus  the  fullness  of  his  bosom  flows : 

*'  Frequent  my  heart  hath  been  oppress'd  with  fears. 
That,  for  my  country,  I  should  shed  these  tears ; 
For,  ere  my  soul  took  farewell  of  the  earth,  660 

I  saw  these  monsters  through  the  land  stride  forth. 
Avarice,  at  times,  uprear'd  his  feverish  head, 
And  sliding  Luxury,  from  the  ocean  fed. 

"  When  late  I  fiU'd  the  Presidential  seat, 
Britannia  strove  to  bind  us  with  her  fleet; 
Our  Eagle,  free,  upon  the  seas  debased — 
A  stain,  indelible — our  name  disgrac'd  ; 
Yea,  seiz'd  and  tore  our  mariners  from  home — 
Their  slavery  fix'd — iriemed'able  doom! 

"  Columbia  wept  the  bitter  tears  of  WQ,  670 

In  friendship's  mask  to  find  a  bitter  foe. 
Rous'd  by  injustice,  I  address'd  her  throne. 
And,  firm  in  purpose,  made  the  grievance  known. 
With  seeming  truth,  in  promise,  she  complied — 
Yet  I  but  partial  on  her  faith  relied* 
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Where  interest  leads,  her  promises  are  vain  ; 
Revenge  and  malice  in  her  councils  reign. 

"  But  O,  reveal, — is  Freedom's  virtue  gone  ? 
Is  every  sense  of  right  and  honour  done  ? 
Are  all  the  worthies,  whom  I  left  behind,  680 

Bent  on  the  knee  ?    to  infamy  consign'd  ? 
Alas !  the  theme  ! — Of  Jefferson,  O  say — 
And  hath  his  virtue  gone  the  shppery  way  ? 
Pickering,  Monroe,  and  worthy  Madison, 
Within  whose  veins  a  bold  resistance  run  ? 
Floyd,  Gerry,  Sullivan,  and  Stark,  and  King, 
Who  ever  to  thy  name  did  incense  bring  ? 
Scott,  Carroll,  Shelby,  Macon,  Eustis,  Strong, 
That  shouted  Liberty  in  choral  song  ? 

"  And  O,  inform  me  of  that  virtuous  Frank,  690 

Who  scorn'd  his  royal  birth  and  join'd  the  rank 
With  those  for  Freedom  toiling — La  Fayette — 
Who  oft  in  battle  made  his  sword-blade  wet 
With  blood  of  tyranny — whose  soul  stood  high, 
To  give  to  man  his  boon  of  Liberty.'' 

He  sat.     Fredonia  with  sweet  breath  began, 
While  melting  passion  through  her  features  ran  : 

"  Son  of  my  bosom, —  matchless  heir  of  heaven  ! 
The  songs  of  angels  to  thy  worth  are  given  ! 
How  would  my  soul  rejoice,  could  I  relate,  700 

That  all  stood  lofty,  as  of  ancient  date. 
But  by  the  arts  and  cunning  wiles  of  hell, 
Against  their  country  many  sad  rebel — 
Withered  their  laurels,  blotted  out  their  fame, 
Pleading  for  Albion  in  her  cruel  claim ! 
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"  Their  names  I'll  mention  not,  'twould  wound  your  ear, 
To  learn  how  lost  their  former  character." 

A  murmuring  deep  of  indignation  rose 
To  hear  that  numbers,  treacherous,  should  oppose 
Celestial  Liberty — plead  tyrant  laws,  710 

And  heap  disgrace  upon  the  nation's  cause. 

But  soon  she  gave  them  peace :  "What  though  this  loss  ? 
A  host  stand  purified  from  slaving  dross : 

"  Gerry,  a  pillar  of  the  state,  remains, 
And  Sullivan  his  dignity  sustains. 
The  veteran  Stark  gives  honour  to  the  truth, 
Defends  the  glory  he'd  acquir'd  in  youth. 
Never  will  Shelby,  Eustis,  be  forgot. 
Nor  Macon,  sage  in  years,  nor  dauntless  Scott. 
Monroe,  ingrafted  with  his  country's  name,  720 

Maintains  her  cause  unshaken  and  the  same. 

"  Great  Jefferson  demands  of  heaven  its  praise, 
I've  bound  his  temples  with  the  civick  bays  ! 
He  rulM  the  nation  with  a  sage-like  skill, 
When  faction's  voice  was  heard  from  every  hill. 
Around  his  brows  will  clustering  honours  twine, 
Till,  full  of  years,  he  gains  this  world  divine. 

"  The  ancient  Carroll  and  the  hoary  Floyd, 
Who  were  thy  colleagues  when  thy  arms  destroy 'd 
The  claims  of  crimson  tyrants  of  the  east,  730 

And  Independence  shouted  in  the  west, 
Stand  in  uprightness,  as  in  former  day. 
And  grow  in  virtue  as  their  heads  grow  grey. 

And  ah,  what  bosom  ever  can  forget 
To  name  the  hallo w'd  virtues  of  Fayette  ? 
8 


§6 


FREDONIAD.       CANTO  III. 


A  star  of  promise,  he  in  youth  appeared, 

Whose  holy  light  the  breast  of  sages  cheer'd — 

In  age,  a  pillar  of  a  cloud  by  day 

To  guide  the  pilgrim  wanderers  on  their  way, 

Searching  the  mountain  grove  where  Freedom  dwells,  740 

To  wave  her  standard  on  a  thousand  hills ! 

"  The  bane  of  tyrants,  he  exalted  lives. 
While,  from  each  patriot,  reverence  he  receives, 
Pure  as  from  worshippers  of  prophets  old, 
Who  the  dread  purpose  of  their  God  foretold  ! 

"  Now  is  the  nation  sway'd  with  justice  mild, 
By  Madison,  Columbia's  honoured  child. 
His  fame,  unsullied,  ever  will  abide, 
While  spotless  worth  shall  character  decide. 

"  An  host  of  others  I  could  mention  now,  750 

Whose  upright  knee  will  ne'er  to  Luxury  bow — 
Who  from  oppression  ever  will  be  free. 
Or  die  the  martyrs  of  their  Liberty  !" 

Thrill'd  with  her  voice,  the  cherub  struck  the  lyre, 
The  souls,  translated,  kindled  with  the  fire  ; 
They  sung :  "  Columbia  !  let  thy  name  be  free, 
Or  die  the  martyr  of  thy  Liberty  !" 
The  chorus  ended,  Franklin,  rising,  speaks, 
Celestial  wisdom  mantling  in  his  cheeks  : 

"  Freedom's  Divinity  ! — none  shall  despoil  760 

Thy  temple;  but  their  deeds  will  back  recoil, 
And  hurl  them  down  in  deep  obscurity  ; 
Or,  only  thought  of  to  their  infamy. 
Yet,  'tis  most  grievous  to  behold  the  band, 
Let  loose  from  hell  to  desolate  the  land  ;  < 


HEAVEN.  87 

Still,  Still  a  galaxy  of  names  appear, 

Whose  steel-bound  joints  will  never  stoop  to  fear. 

In  these  I  rest  my  hopes — they'll  hold  the  cause 

Of  right  and  justice,  liberty  and  laws. 

The  subject  never  from  their  minds  will  fade,  770 

Till  haughty  Britain  is  repentant  made. 

They've  borne  her  cruel  tyrannies  too  long — 

With  sword  unsheath'd  should  they  redress  the  wrong. 

Yet  shall  the  Eagle  in  her  strength  arise, 

And  swell  her  pinions  in  remotest  skies  ; 

Beneath  her  wing  the  Lion  lap  the  dust ; 

Justice  will  speak,  and  speak  the  cause  is  just." 

His  language  touch'd  the  souFs  ecstatick  chord — 
Their  every  eye  was  brightened  at  each  word. 

Now  Justice  gave  his  thoughts :  "  Yes,  I  decree,    780 
Their  cause  is  just,  and  Albion  bends  the  knee  ! 

"  Long  hath  thy  breast  with  anxious  cares  been  riven, 
Clouded,  then  brighten'd,  then  to  darkness  given. 
Some  pain  thou'st  suffered,  such  as  heaven  can  feel, 
To  mark  thy  children  their  destruction  seal. 
Thy  tender  heart  felt  pressure  on  the  earth 
To  see  the  agency  of  hell  stride  forth. 
With  iron  rule  they  bear  a  tyrant  sway, 
And,  like  a  flood,  sweep  virtue  far  away. 

"  But  the  glad  promises  that  Franklin  spoke,  790 

Nothing — no  particle,  shall  e'er  be  broke  ; 
No,  never  shall  thy  sons,  Fredonia,  bow 
To  civil  Discord,  or  Britannia's  brow. 
Fix'd  is  my  word — unaltered  my  decree — 
Victorious  shall  Columbia  bound  the  sea ; 
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And,  after  various  struggles  on  the  land, 
No  hostile  footstep  shall  imprint  the  sand. 

"  Yea,  Jefferson — how  precious  is  his  name  ! 
My  tongue  delights  to  dwell  upon  the  theme  ! 
The  elder  Adams  also  has  my  care  ;  800 

He  stood  for  Freedom  with  his  bosom  bare. 
His  mind  is  as  the  star  that  gilds  the  north — 
Unchanged  its  brilliance  since  its  day  of  birth. 

"  Lo,  I  this  honour  to  their  worth  decree, 
That  they,  upon  the  nation's  Jubilee, 
Shall  be  translated  from  the  mortal  sphere 
T'  embrace  their  Washington  and  Franklin  here.'* 

A  song  of  triumph  pour'd  from  ev'ry  tongue; 
With  loud  hosannas,  the  empyrean  rung- 
Great  was  the  joy — it  ovorflow'd  their  breast,  810 
That  Freedom's  Jubilee  should  make  them  bless'd. 

Justice  proceeds :  *'  Fame  enters  soon  the  bower, 
To  bear  the  word  that  humbles  Albion's  power. 

"  Yet  such  is  man,  clogg'd  in  the  vale  below, 
He  first  must  feel,  before  he'll  virtue  know ; 
In  vain  that  Washington  with  tears  impress'd 
Wis  farewell  blessing  on  his  country's  breast, 
In  which  he  urg'd  them  to  avoid  the  fiend, 
Who,  in  a  borrow'd  guise  assum'd  the  friend  ; 
The  factions,  ever,  ever  to  abjure  ;  820 

By  every  mean,  their  Union  to  secure  ; 
Nor  let  the  different  stars  of  east  or  west. 
Or  north,  or  south,  disturb  the  nation's  rest ; 
To  fly  from  jealousy — vindictive  hate. 
Which  soon  would  strangle  Freedom  in  the  state  : 


HEAVEN.  89 

To  watch  with  eagle  eye  ambitious  minds. 
Whom  oath  nor  league  of  sacred  friendship  binds ; 
And  thus  become  a  nation  ruFd  by  law, 
And  not  by  men  ;  nor  change  with  every  flaw. 

"  But  from  his  parting  voice  they've  turned  aside,  830 
Yea,  with  a  scoff  his  maxims  they  deride  ! 
Hence  they,  these  truths  to  know,  must  sharply  feel 
Arrows  acute, — avenging,  biting  steel ; 
RefinM,  at  length,  by  deep  affliction  taught, 
They'll  rise  to  virtue  and  redeem  their  fault- 
Live  till  the  trump  shall  echo  from  the  sky. 
To  wake  the  sleepers  from  mortality  ! 

"  List  to  the  sound,  that  breaks  upon  the  ear ! 
'Tis  Fame  ascending — Lo  !   she's  present  here  !" 

Scarce  ceas'd  the  clarion  of  approaching  Fame,     840 
When  the  bright  Goddess,  like  celestial  flame, 
Enter'd  the  bower  !-^Th'  Immortals  lean,  profound, 
To  catch  her  accents  as  they  echo  round  : 

"  Rejoice,  ye  bless'd  inhabitants  of  heaven  ! 
Behold,  sublimity  from  earth  is  given  ! 
Scarce  from  his  ball  hath  time  uncoiFd  a  thread. 
Since  I  the  temple  of  the  nation  fled. 

"  Thy  offspring,  longer  than  the  present  hour. 
Could  suffer  not  the  grasp  of  Albion's  power  ; 
But  war  have  they  with  righteousness  declar'd,  850 

The  Independence  of  their  name  to  guard  ! 

*'  This  was  the  labour  of  a  fearless  band, 
In  proud  defiance  of  the  civil  brand. 
Flaming  the  nation  round  : — Loundes,  Johnson,  Giles ; 
Macon,  the  sage,— the  first  in  honour's  files. 
8* 
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Varnura  and  Holmes,  and  Crawford  and  Calhoun, 
And  Adams,  rising  to  meridian  noon — 
Grundy, — Barbour, — Virginia's  pride  ;  and  Clay 
Spoke  to  the  heart  and  bore  the  palm  away. 

"  A  band  of  heroes  to  the  north  advance  ;  860 

Entering  Detroit,  their  silken  banners  dance. 
The  men  of  ocean  their  proud  ships  prepare 
To  meet  the  spoiler  with  defiance  there. 

"  Columbia,  bounding  in  her  flaming  car. 
From  shore  to  shore  proclaims  th'  avenging  war. 
Her  eye  on  heaven  is  bent  to  aid  her  cause. 
To  bind  the  States  in  One,  and  vindicate  her  laws." 

Fame  ended  thus  :  and  thus  th'  empyreal  band  : 
"  Columbia,  hail  ! — Thy  Liberty  shall  stand  ! 
Thou  sunderest  the  links  of  Luxury's  chain  ;  870 

'Tis  thine  to  curb  the  pirate  of  the  main. 

Ere  that  thy  sword  shall  in  its  scabbard  rest, 

Deep  to  the  life  it  wounds  Britannia's  breast. 

Columbia,  bail  !  let  Union  be  thy  star, 

And  it  shall  guide  to  victory  in  war." 

When  ceas'd  the  anthem,  Henry  stately  rose — 

His  language  ardent  from  his  bosom  flows: 
"  My  soul  is  deified  beyond  her  sphere 

By  the  glad  sound,  that  broke  upon  mine  ear. 

Now  shall  Columbia,  without  period,  be  880 

The  seat  of  science  and  of  Liberty. 

Ye  heaven-wash'd  souls,  that  beautify  these  bowers, 

Are  not  your  hearts  refreshed  like  sprinkled  flowers  ? 

Not  vainly  have  you  pour'd  your  lives  on  earth — 

Your  sons  now  testify  their  patriot  birth. 


HEAVEN.  91 

*'  As  Justice  righteous  utter'd  at  the  close, 
So,  without  succour,  let  them  meet  their  foes ; 
By  which  they'll  learn,  how  once  their  fathers  fought  j 
How  dear  the  price,  that  they  their  Freedom  bought. 
Knowing  its  cost,  they'll  prize  the  gem  more  high,     890 
And  guard  the  blessing,  as  divinity, 

"  As  fiends,  unseen,  are  bent  to  crush  them  down, 
And  make  them  slaving  subjects  of  a  crown, 
Hence,  heaven  should  only  for  a  time  be  hid. 
Till  they  experience  what  their  fathers  did  ; 
Or,  like  a  ring  of  adamant,  they  join 
Solid  in  One,  and  cramp  the  foe's  design  ; 
Then  thou,  Fredonia,  should'st  from  this  depart, 
And,  with  thy  virtues,  animate  their  heart — 
Drive  back  grim  Discord,  howling,  from  the  soil,       900 
And  all  the  darkness  on  the  Fiend  recoil. 

"  Till  then,  no  succour  from  thine  arm  be  given, 
But  jealous  mark  them  from  the  wall  of  heaven." 

He  paus'd.     None  rising,  Justice  took  the  vote ; 
The  whole  assented  with  a  vocal  note. 

At  sound  of  musick,  th'  Empyreals  rise  ; 
Stars,  new  created,  brightening  o'er  the  skies. 
In  happy  troops,  they  swim  on  buoyancy, 
Singing  the  song  of  night,  seraphickly. 
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SURRENDER  OF  DETROIT. 


ARGUMENT. 

The  commencing  of  Hostilities....Invasion  of  Canada  at  Sandwich.... 
Council  of  Officers.... The  Infernals  on  the  White  Mountains.... Hull 
falls  back  to  Detroit.... Vanhorn  attacked  by  Indians.. ..Battle  at 
Magagaw,  or  Brown's  Town.. ..The  landing  of  Brock... .The  Sur^ 
render. 

The  scene  is  principally  laid  at  Detroit  and  at  Sandwich. ...The  time 
is  sixteen  days. 
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From  heaven,  where  seraphim  their  anthems  chant, 
Sweet,  as  divine,  with  voices  jubilant. 
The  Muse  descends  to  dwell  with  earthly  things, 
Where  griefs,  and  tears,  and  feuds,  and  harrowings, 
Perish  the  heart — where  hostile  armies  meet 
In  dubious  strife  ;   on  ocean,  fleet  with  fleet. 

And  now,  mad  War,  with  sanguine  brow  comes  forth 
To  wrap  in  blood  and  fire  the  suffering  earth  ; 
His  voice  terrifick  swells,  discordant,  loud. 
Like  far-off*  thunder  muttering  from  a  cloud.  10 

The  monster.  Death,  is  seen  upon  his  rear. 
With  Hunger, brandishing  a  crimson  spear; 
Fierce  thr mgh  the  land  he  drives  his  smoking  car, 
Whh  nostril  wide  to  snuff*  the  spoils  of  War. 

Now,  ere  the  convocn^ed  States  proclaim'd 
The  strife  of  arms,  as  late  in  heaven  was  namM, 
T    t'  war,  forejudgM  wns  by  the  President, 
And,  at  Detroit,  to  Hull  a  message  sent, 
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That  he  should  stand  in  readiness  to  lead 

The  army  north,  and  do  the  signal  deed  ;  20 

To  enter  Maiden  ;  sudden  strike  the  blow, 

And  bring  the  Lion  at  his  feet  to  bow. 

In  the  proud  field,  where  Washington  was  first, 
Hull  had  made  bright  his  battle  steel  of  rust ; 
And  oft  the  President  from  fame  had  heard 
The  various  darings  of  his  youthful  sword  ; 
Hence  sprang  the  reason  in  the  statesman's  breast, 
To  give  him  to  perform  the  high  behest. 

While  thus  the  war  was  brooding  to  explode. 
The  Albion  monarch  in  a  royal  mode  30 

Instructed  Brock, — Tecumseh  in  his  train, 
Rank'd  with  the  valiant  on  the  martial  plain, — 
T'  advance  to  Sandwich, — wall  it  with  defence, 
To  keep  th'  invasion  of  Columbians  hence. 

The  smooth  Detroit  the  threatening  shores  divides,    ^ 
Like  gentle  Peace,  where  Uproar  fierce  abides. 
Columbia's  standard  from  the  south  waves  forth. 
The  royal  banner,  proudly  from  the  north. 

Now  when  the  sun  from  Cancer's  fiery  height 
Shot  through  the  azure  heavens  his  arrowy  light,  40 

Another  herald  at  the  fortress*  found 
Hull,  with  the  bravest  of  the  brave  around, 
Ohio's  patriot  sons  : — MacArthur,  Cass, 
To  live  while  Time  shall  hold  life's  mortal  glass. 
Miller  a  monument  in  battle  stood. 
Where  Spencer,  Davis,  pour'd  their  hearts'  rich  blood. t 

*  Fort  Detroit.  f  ^Tippecanoe. 


< 
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These  were  the  first— but  others  hasten'd  near 
To  learn  the  tidings  of  the  messenger  : 

"  From  Freedom's  Hall,  swift  as  a  swallow's  flight, 
I've  wing'd  my  way,  their  doings  to  recite  ;  50 

War,  for  the  wrongs  of  Britain,  they've  declar'd — 
The  slaving  tyrant  of  the  ocean,  dar'd  ! 

"  The  order  comes  from  Madison,  the  wise, 
To  pass  Detroit  —strike  Sandwich  by  surprise — 
Thence,  forth  to  Maiden  rapidly  proceed, 
And  there  proclaim  that  Canada  is  freed." 

The  herald  ended.     Instant,  at  the  word, 
Hull  touched  his  hand  upon  his  sleeping  sword — 
The  sleeper  waken'd  with  a  sudden  flash, 
The  air  receiving  many  a  scarless  gash.  60 

But  lo,  the  others  in  deep  silence  stood. 
Their  clouding  brows  proclaim'd  their  rising  mood. 

Hull,  brief  his  charger  mounted — this  express'd 
To  his  battalions — floated  every  breast : 

"  Warriors !  the  time  invites  us  to  our  aims-— 
The  hoarse-ton'd  clarion  sounds  its  wild  alarms  I 
Great  is  my  joy  to  mark  your  souls  prepar'd, 
Back  to  return  the  Albions  their  reward. 
Need  I  their  cruelties,  their  crimes  recite 
To  cause  your  hearts  to  quicken  for  the  fight  ?  70 

Where  can  we  bend  our  eyes  on  shore,  or  flood, 
And  not  behold  our  brothers  in  their  blood — 
Or  by  their  allies'  shrieking  murderous  peals, 
Or  on  the  deep,  where  none  soft  mercy  feels  ? 
These  wrongs  must  cause  the  veins  of  life  to  boil, 
Now  shall  swift  vengeance  on  their  heads  reqoil ! 
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'*  Companions,  brac'd  in  arms  ! — the  hour  has  come— 
The  wish'd-for  hour  that  Britain  finds  her  doom. 
The  time  is  pregnant  with  portentous  cast — 
Yield  must  the  foe,  or  Liberty  is  past !  80 

"  When  young,  I  drove  this  Lion  from  his  prey  ; 
Like  joy  1  feel,  though  now  these  locks  are  gray, 
To  lead  my  children  in  their  glory  fortli. 
With  Freedom  Stars  to  lighten  up  the  North  ! 
Each  soul,  I  fiiark,  impatient  to  unite 
To  raise  our  Eagle  to  her  native  height. 

"  This  chain  of  bulwarks — the  defence  of  Brock, 
We,  with  the  globes  of  battering  guns,  must  shock  5 
Then  crowd  the  barges,  bend  upon  the  oar, 
And  land  and  form  in  columns  on  the  shore,  90 

And  conquer  Sandwich — in  its  bosom  camp, 
Ere  drowns  in  ocean  heaven's  empyreal  lamp." 

The  column  took  the  order  and  displayed, 
And  every  part,  ^th  rapid ness  obey'd — 
Charged  deep  the  entrails  of  the  cannon  dark. 
Then  touched  them  into  life  with  quickening  spark. 
The  driven  balls  leap  madded  from  the  flame, 
Bearing  impetuous  ruin  o'er  the  stream. 
Live  shells,  careering  from  the  mortars,  fly, 
Which,  in  explosion,  waste  the  enemy  :  100 

As  when  a  cloud  comes  scowling  from  the  west. 
With  heaven's  artillery  pouring  from  its  breast ; 
Chambers  of  hail  their  frozen  stores  expend  ; 
The  small  hills  tremble  ;  trees  with  groans  descend  : 
A  whirlwind  pestilence  involves  the  sphere  ; 
Grim  spectres,  clad  in  thunder  robes,  appear  : 
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J1ie  herds  in  panick  to  their  covert  hie  ; 

A  shuddering  wildness  glaring  from  their  eye  : 

So,  like  the  sudden  bursting  of  the  storm, 
The  bellowing  brass  the  elements  deform, —  110 

So,  like  the  herds,  the  Britons  shun  the  blast, 
Flying  the  bulwarks  with  their  souls  aghast. 

And  now  the  patriots  to  the  beach  repair, 
To  pass  the  stream  and  meet  the  hostiles  there. 
The  barges  filFd,  by  Hull  the  word  is  given — 
The  oars  dip  nimble  through  the  waters  driven. 
The  beaks,  sharp  bent,  divide  the  yielding  waves, 
While  round  their  curving  sides,  the  white  foam  laves. 
Effulgent  shine  the  burnish'd  arms  of  war, 
And  nodding  plumes,  and  streamers,  loose  in  air.        129 

By  application  rapid  of  the  oar, 
A  moment  finds  them  at  the  adverse  shore. 
The  first  Mac  Arthur  is  to  land  : — the  sound 
The  drums  proclaim — his  warriours,  at  a  bound, 
Stand  on  the  beach.     Cass  next  unfreights  his  bark, 
Whose  heart  is  honour,  and  his  soul  a  spark 
Of  fire  Promethean  ;   he  moves  with  pride, 
His  angry  falchion  glittering  by  his  side. 
Miller,  a  rock  unshaken  in  the  fight, 
Marshals  his  squadrons  like  a  cloud  in  night.  130 

Vanhom  and  Snelling  crowd  upon  the  shore  ; 
Solid  in  files  on  Sandwich  black  they  pour  ; 
Brock  and  his  Albions  desolated  fly. 
To  mark  the  Eagle  darkening  up  the  sky. 

Now  while  the  sun  was  hovering  o'er  the  deep, 
His  gold  beams  slumbering  on  the  mountains  steep. 
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From  Hull  this  declaration  issued  forth 

To  rouse  to  arras  the  friends  of  Freedom  north : 

Swift  as  the  wind,  it  circulated  far, 

And,  for  a  time,  gave  vigour  to  the  war.  140 

"  Canadians !  listen  to  the  words  we  bear  ! 
Sole  against  Britain,  we  the  fight  declare. 
Peace,  honour,  friendship,  from  our  standards  wave— 
We  tender  Liberty  to  him  that's  brave. 
You,  we  solicit  to  retire  from  arms. 
Where  uproar  ravages  with  dire  alarms. 
Wed  not  the  savage  powers — remain  at  home — 
Plough  the  fat  earth,  and  labour  at  the  loom. 

"  But  if  ye  languish  Freedom  to  inspire, 
Come  join  our  banner,  floating  in  its  fire  !  150 

Yea,  liberty  is  yours — her  equal  laws — 
Bear  but  our  Eagles  in  the  righteous  cause. 
To  tyrants,  longer,  never  bend  the  knee — 
Come  break  the  shackles,  and  like  men  be  free  ! 

"  Let  none  distrust  our  faith  :  We  pledge  our  word 
To  sweep  the  country  with  a  conquering  sword. 
See  Brock  retires  before  the  van  of  power ! 
Fast  magnifies  our  strength  at  every  hour. 
With  death's  grim  look  we'll  blight  the  name  of  Crown  ; 
Opposing  armies  die  beneath  our  frown  !  l60 

"  Albions,  beware  ! — ^join  not  the  savage  horde, 
Or  death,  unsparing,  sharps  onr  every  sword. 
A  Briton,  listed  by  a  savage  side. 
Will  of  indulgent  mercy  be  denied — 
Avenging  wrath  his  impious  heart  shall  feel — 
His  blood  shall  gush  smoke  upon  the  steel. 
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"  Never  from  this  my  purpose  I  recede — 
A  savage  ally  shall  with  savage  bleed  !" 

The  northern  patriots  listen'd  to  the  call — 
For  Freedom's  sake,  they  yielded  up  their  all —         170 
Their  fair-ones,  mothers,  children,  and  their  wives, 
The  cherubs  of  the  soul,  for  which  man  lives  ; 
Yea,  plac'd  their  life,  their  liberty  in  Hull, 
Believing  never  he'd  his  faith  annul. 
Bas'd  on  this  thought,  their  swelling  hearts  beat  high 
To  break  the  chains  of  regal  slavery. 

At  day,  succeeding,  Cass  made  bare  his  sword — 
A  band  of  heroes  with  his  views  concurred 
To  drive  the  foe,  yet  lingering  at  a  bridge 
On  Maiden  path — and  war  excursive  wage.  180 

Carneal,  Kentucky's  son,  in  ambush  lies, 
With  rifles  prira'd,  to  aid  the  bold  emprise. 
Cass  fords  the  stream  in  secrecy  below, 
And,  like  deep  waters,  steals  upon  the  foe. 
Sudden  he  waves  his  banner  on  their  rear ; 
Carneal  beholds,  and  burns  the  atmosphere. 
Cass,  at  the  volley,  with  a  breath  exclaims  : 

"  Rush  to  the  battle !    wake  the  sleeping  flames !" 
Mad  dash  the  warriours  in  their  dread  array — 
The  Albions  break,  like  folding  mists,  away.  190 

Cass  hot  pursues  them,  like  a  blazing  star, 
Till  night  descends  and  checks  the  flying  war. 

Now  through  the  paths  sublime  that  circle  heavcD, 
The  car-borne  sun  is  round  th'  empyrean  driven. 
9* 
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His  Steeds,  caparison'd  in  gold,  tread  high 
The  starry  pavement  of  the  vaulted  sky. 
Instinctive  spirit  quickens  in  their  soul 
To  reach  the  summit — the  meridian  goal. 
Large  from  their  nostrils,  breathes  a  light  divine, 
Before  whose  presence  stars  forget  to  shine —  2UU 

Reveient  they  bow  before  the  god  of  day, 
Careering  onward  in  his  boundless  way. 

During  twelve  circles,  Hull  inactive  stands, 
While  Brock  in  silence  congregates  his  bands. 
Cold  at  his  heart,  in  apathy  he  lies, 
Reckless  to  lose  eternity — the  prize  ! 
Distant,  at  first,  slight  murmurs  met  his  ear : — 
But  soon  the  passions  openly  appear. 

Thus  while,  at  midnight,  clouds  in  anger  form 
A  wall  of  darkness,  brewing  for  a  storm,  210 

A  stream  of  lightning,  glancing  on  the  plain. 
Astounds  the  ox  and  fires  the  sheafy  grain  : 
Smothered  for  breath,  it  smoulders,  deep  conceaPd — 
But  soon  acquiring  air,  it  breaks,  reveal'd 
Wild  to  the  heavens  ;  the  peasant  hears  the  blast, 
And  wakes  disordered  with  his  soul  aghast  : 

So  had  the  array  kept  their  murmurings  pent, 
But  now,  like  smother'd  flames,  they  found  their  vent. 
Hull  strove  to  quell  the  rising  of  their  rage  ; 
Various  his  arts  their  burnings  to  assuage.  220 

But  nothing  longer  would  the  Patriots  hear 
His  flighty  shiftings,  prompted  by  his  fear. 
Not  oath-seaPd  promises  would  now  suffice 
To  quench  the  anger  kindled  in  their  eyes : 
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So,  in  the  west,  a  spot  stains  ether's  bhie. 
At  first  scarce  seen  discernible  to  view, 
But  slow-attracted  vapours  swell  its  form, 
And  soon  it  threatens  to  descend  in  storm. 

Hull  mark'd  the  gathering  cloud  with  soul  dismay, 
And  call'd  a  council  to  advise  at  day :  230 

"  Haste  to  the  leaders  of  the  army  brave  ;'' 
(This  brief  instruction  to  his  aid  he  gave,} 
"  And,  in.thc  centre,  bid  them  to  convene. 
Where  all  my  views,  unlocked,  shall  fair  be  seen." 

His  aid  the  order  pass'd. — The  chiefs  repair 
To  his  pavilion  with  impatient  air : 
MacArthur,  Cass,  take  seat  upon  the  right — 
Miller  the  left,  in  burnishM  armour  bright. 
Snelling  and  Baker  join  the  martial  train. 
With  effort  hard,  smothering  their  bosoms'  pain.        240 
Next  Peters,  Larabee,  in  youthful  bloom — 
MacCollock,  Wistlcr,  lock'd  in  silent  gloom. 
Ulry  and  Blostler,  of  the  valiant  born — 
Carneal,  and  Gilcrease,  and  the  bold  Vanhorn. 

Hull,  while  the  council  in  foreboding  sate. 
With  honied  accents  open'd  the  debate  : 

"  Coinpatriots,  born  to  liberty,  and  friends  ! 
I  know  that  blood  of  purity  distends 
Your  hearts  to  check  the  stride  of  tyrannies, 
And  give  to  future  years  your  memories.  250 

"  What  courage  can,  that  tcell  can  ye  achieve, 
And  to  your  country  a  protection  give. 
But  void  of  means,  how  soon  must  courage  fail, 
And  all  its  efforts  in  submission  quail ! 
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*'  Of  late,  what  sad  intelligence  of  war 
Cold  petrified  the  heart  from  Mackinaw  f 
Not  Hank^s  valour  could  the  fort  maintain, 
When  savage  madmen  rush'd  along  the  plain. 
Chicago  next  is  murder'd  by  their  bands  ; 
Our  brothers  next  will  fall  by  cruel  hands  !  260 

No  courage  can  resist  superior  power; 
Death  and  defeat  assail  us  every  hour  ! 

"  How  Brock  accumulates  a  besom  train 
To  sweep  us  hence  with  fiery  hurricane  ! 
Perhaps,  whilst  here  our  purpose  we  debate, 
Detroit  surrenders  to  relentless  fate  ! 

*'  What  though  that  Meigs,  with  patriotick  toil, 
Sends  us  the  fatness  of  Ohio's  soil  ; 
What  though  battalions  from  her  plains  advance, 
A  scathing  lightning  on  the  foe  to  glance ;  270 

Yet,  wall'd  around  with  steel  on  every  hand. 
Scarce  hope  remains  to  reach  our  native  land  !" 

Indignant  passion  flash'd  from  every  eye, 
Like  meteors  shooting  from  a  lowery  sky. 
MacArthur,  gloomy  in  his  wrath,  arose — 
But  calm  at  first,  his  elocution  flows  : 

"  Sad  doth  our  general  mourn  for  Mackinaw — 
But  did  he  notice  give  to  Hanks,  of  war  ? 
No  :  the  first  signal  was  a  shower  of  ball. 
That  caus'd  the  Eagle  in  the  dust  to  fall !  280 

By  same  neglect,  my  soul  foreboding  fears, 
By  this,  Chicago  swims  in  blood  and  tears  ! 

"  Whence  comes  the  thought,  that  energy  is  vain 
To  quell  the  lawless  pirate  of  the  main  ? 
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Is  courage  no  avail  ? — shall  we  despair, 

Because  that  Indians  yell,  and  tyrants  stare  ? 

Do  they  not  break  bewildered  with  dismay, 

When  the  star-banners  on  their  sight  display  ? 

Do  they  not  gasp  beneath  our  reeking  steel 

Beyond  the  plastick  power  of  art  to  heal  ?  290 

Do  not  our  burning  deaths  with  vengeance  fly, 

Like  lightnings,  pregnant  with  mortality  ? 

And  shall  we  yield — renounce  the  glorious  prize — 

Retreat  with  shame  before  the  nation's  eyes  ? 

Never — no,  never — gird  our  falchions  on. 

And  strike  the  prowlers  of  the  forest  down  ! 

"  True,  if  we  spend  our  efforts  in  debate, 
We  shall  be  conquered  by  vindictive  fate. 
Yea,  Brock  is  rising,  spreading  the  alarms — 
But  where  are  we  ?  asleep  upon  our  arms !  300 

The  powers  eternal  ever  have  decreed, 
That  man  must  act,  as  well  as  will  the  deed. 
Will  war,  in  proclamations,  frighten  boys  ? 
Without  the  strength  of  thunder,  they  are  toys. 
The  foe  beholds  us  with  contemptuous  pride, 
That  we  do  naught  but  threaten,  rail,  deride. 

"  Rise,  warriours  !  rise ! — as  once  your  fathers  did , 
And  build  to  fame  a  lasting  pyramid. 
Advance  on  Maiden  with  the  steel  in  hand, 
And  scatter  death's  disaster  through  the  land."  310 

As  when  the  sickly  south,  with  tainted  breath, 
Tn  dog-star  season  breathes  the  air  of  death — 
With  sallow  look,  man  languishes  away. 
His  mind,  despairing,  feels  itself  decay — 
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Behold,  from  western  hills  sweet  zephyrs  rise, 
And  drive  the  poison  to  pestiferous  skies — 
He  feels  new  life  from  the  inspiring  gale, 
And  leaps  light-hearted  with  his  sinews  hale : 

So  Hull's  deep  death-song  damp'd  the  soul  for  strife, 
And  so  MacArthur  touch'd  it  into  life.  320 

Cass  next  arose  impatient  from  his  seat. 
And  as  he  spoke,  he  kindled  with  his  heat : 

*'  My  soul  is  with  my  brother  on  the  right — 
Mac  Arthur's  language  thrill'd  me  with  delight. 

"  Who,  with  misgivings,  weighs  our  means  as  small  ? 
Have  we  not  death-dust  to  inflame  the  ball  ? 
And  fattening  nourishment  ?  and,  every  hour, 
Heroes  approaching  to  augment  our  power  ? 

"  The  general  thinks  we  have  but  courage  here. 
But  I  should  joy  were  no  pale  cowards  near.  330 

Who  talks  of  strangling  at  the  Lion's  feet. 
Unable  to  effect  a  safe  retreat  ? 
Retreat ! — how  chill,  how  icy  is  that  word. 
Ere  scarce  a  gout  of  blood  hath  dimm'd  a  sword  ! 
Do  not  our  squadrons  burn  to  meet  the  foe, 
And  cause,  at  once,  his  royalty  to  bow  ? 
And  shall  we  pause,  inglorious,  dastard  pause — 
Blacken  our  honour — blast  the  nation's  cause — 
Wait  till  their  ardour  into  coldness  falls, 
Ere  we  advance  them  to  o'erleap  the  walls  ?  340 

No :  never  shall  it  be  !  while  all  is  fire. 
Storm  and  their  energy  with  flame  inspire. 

"  What  thing  is  that,  whose  soul  is  nothing  brave — 
A  liver'd  wretch — a  base-born,  cringing  slave  : 
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Better  by  piecemeal  to  be  torn  apart, 

And  let  the  blood  gush  hissing  from  the  heart, 

Than  branded  infamous  with  coward's  name. 

And  damn'd  forever  to  inglorious  fame  : 

No  :  rather  labour  in  the  field,  and  heat 

Our  bodies,  till  they  pour  a  sanguine  sweat —  350 

Yea,  toil  in  smoke  and  fire,  begrim'd  with  dust, 

And  then  with  heaven  th'  impending  victory  trust." 

Fill'd  with  his  soul,  unconscious  from  their  seat, 
The  warriours  leaning  stood — passion'd  with  heat. 
Their  hands  hard  gripe  their  swords, — their  eyeballs  dart 
The  living  fire  that  vitaliz'd  their  heart. 

When  seated.  Miller  rose  :  "  Yes,  well  I  know, 
With  ported  bayonet  we  could  down  the  foe. 
Yet  my  desire  is  cautiously  to  form, 
Before  we  lead  the  slaughter  of  the  storm.  360 

Bruise,  batter  to  the  earth  the  girding  walls, 
By  shells  exploding,  and  a  weight  of  balls. 
With  strength,  unbroken,  every  part  invest, 
And  strive  to  bow  their  standard  from  its  rest. 
Never  a  drop  we'll  sacrifice  in  vain. 
To  plume  the  enemy  with  numbers  slain. 
Full  half  the  triumph  of  the  field  is  lost. 
When  that  the  foe  of  Freedom's  blood  can  boast. 

"  But  should  we  fail  in  this  desired  plan. 
Then,  bare  the  sword  and  meet  them  man  to  man.     3^0 
In  thick-set  battle  rank,  assail  their  power, 
And  dip  our  bayonets  in  a  bath  of  gore. 
The  soul  of  Brock  will  bend  beneath  the  blow — 
O'er  death  move  smiling — fate  upon  our  brow  !" 
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With  heart  o'erpower'd,  the  listening  heroes  sate, 
Lost  in  themselves — impassion'd  with  debate. 
Silent  their  voices, — but  with  one  accord, 
Assent  was  given  by  darting  forth  the  sword. 
Of  speech  recovering.  Miller  they  approve — 
And  wait  impatient  for  the  word  to  move.  380 

Hull,  to  redeem  the  honour  of  his  name, 
Endeavour'd  to  imbibe  a  kindred  flame  ; 
And  thus,  like  valour,  he  :  "  Strong  beats  my  life, 
To  mark  your  bosoms,  ready  for  the  strife. 
What  though  I  dangers  did  at  first  unfold, 
'Twas  merely  done  to  test  your  courage  bold. 
Now  well  Pve  prov'd  what  mettle  ye  are  made, 
To  hold  a  polish,  till  ^on  orb  shall  fade. 

"  On  sailing  batteries  let  the  cannon  glide 
Along  the  beach — the  waggons  by  their  side  390 

Laden  with  war. — Cass,  regulate  the  first — 
The  heavy  wains,  MacArthur,  are  thy  trust. 
At  morrow's  dawn,  we  crush  the  Lion  down, 
And  tear  off  Canada  from  Albion's  crown  !" 

Swift  at  the  word,  the  officers  repair 
Each  to  his  standard,  glittering  in  the  air. 
The  troops  the  counselled  purposes  receive 
With  joy  that  makes  their  stooping  thoughts  revive. 

With  burning  hands,  part,  on  the  waters,  place 
The  battering  engines,  Maiden  to  deface, —  400 

Ladders,  in  readiness  to  mount  the  walls  ; 
Others,  the  waggons  load  with  shells  and  balls. 
This  done,  they  wait  the  tedious,  lame  delay 
Of  lazy  hours,  that  limp  the  time  away. 
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Now  sable-vested  night  pervades  the  round 
Of  earth  and  heaven— a  stillness  reigns,  profound. 
Black  rolling  clouds  blot  out  ihe  starry  host ; 
At  times,  on  murky  wings,  is  seen  a  ghost, 
In  dismal  fashion  of  a  moon-lit  cloud, 
Pale  as  the  glimmerings  from  eclipsing  shroud.  410 

Hull,  at  the  resting  hour,  to  slumber  went, 
His  thoughts  foreboding  direful  event. 
And,  at  each  pulse-beat,  grew  the  discontent. 
His  coward  soul  affrighten'd  sleep  away  ; 
A  cold-sweat  horrour  chill 'd  his  breast  to  clay. 
At  times  he  doz'd,  while  tossing  to  and  fro 
In  terrour,  dreaming  of  the  savage  foe. 

His  troubled  fancy  paints  Tecumseh  now. 
Approaching  hideous,  with  a  murderer's  brow, 
Ready  with  lifted  battle-axe  in  wrath,  420 

The  brittle  tenure  of  his  life  to  scath. 
His  hair  stands  bristled  at  the  sight  of  death  ; 
A  freezing  ague  breaks  his  chattering  teeth. 
His  eyes,  distorted,  cast  a  madman's  glare  ; 
His  heart  shrinks  up,  though  cracking  with  despair. 

Ghastful,  he  starts  ;  awakens  from  his  rest, 
A  cold  dew  dripping  from  his  smothering  breast. 
At  once,  the  phantom  vanishes  afar, 
But  leaves  the  token  of  a  mental  scar. 
He  heaves  for  breath.— At  length  his  tongue  regains    430 
Its  power  of  motion  to  describe  its  pains  : 

"  What  coffin  blackness  characters  the  night ! 
Are  these  shapes  Indians  passing  on  my  sight  ? 
10 
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Hark!  List!   the  yell  !    it  strikes  upon  my  ear— 
I'm  lost,— undone— the  enemy  is  here  ! 
Where— whither  shall  1  fly  ?-what  plan  pursue ? 
The  axe,  the  stake  !-to  think  it,  strikes  me  through  ! 
Nothing  will  save  !— Fm  fetter'd  fast  to  death  I— 
I  feel  his  toueh  !— he  sucks  away  my  breath  ! 
******** 

"  And  can  it  be  a  dream  ?   methinks  I  view  440 

The  troops  in  waiting  at  the  watch-fires  blue  ! 
«  Alas,  what  madness  broke  upon  my  mind. 
To  leave  Detroit  with  all  its  strength  behind  ! 
And  to  the  savage  must  I  yield  a  prize, 
Who  take  delight  in  human  sacrifice? 
Their  cruel  hands  will  rend  these  limbs  apart, 
And  stretch  on  scorching  fire  my  quivering  heart ! 
How  death  will  meet  and  melt  us  in  the  fight ! 
Atragedvofblood!     This  favoured  night, 
I'll  give  the  order  to  renounce  the  plam  ; 
Death  reaps  a  harvest,  if  we  here  remain  ! 

«  Let  war-mad  chieftains  talk  of  courage-fame- 
The  spangled  butterflies  of  tinsel  name  : 
Nothing  but  emptiness-more  vain  than  air. 
As  childrens'  sportings  make  an  idiot  stare. 

«  But  V\\  so  manage,  as  the  wealth  to  draw, 
By  speaking  eloquent  in  praise  of  war. 
My  declaration  sounds  through  every  part ; 
The  nation  thinks  I'm  iron  at  the  heart. 
So  long,  designing,  I  can  fraud  them  thus 
Of  gold,-my  words  believing,  credulous  ; 
Fools  may  the  honour,  for  I  ask  no  more ; 
But  this  lingering  on  this  deathful  shore  . 
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While  thus  he  pour'd  his  pcculence  of  miBd> 
He  thought  that  nothing  habited  the  wind, 
But  scouts  of  hell  were  flickering  to  and  fro 
To  sink  Columbia  and  exalt  the  foe. 

On  wings  of  darkness  they  pursue  their  way, 
Watching  like  vultures  to  devour  their  prey — 
Nor  cavern,  nook,  or  hill,  escapes  their  sight,  4/0 

While  the  earth  hangs  suspended  in  the  night : — 
But  when  the  stars  that  lead  the  twilight  gleam, 
With  lips  of  coral,  kiss  the  ocean  stream, 
Pale  they  retire — put  off  their  bodied  form — 
Pass  into  air,  or  ride  upon  the  storm. 

Malice,  the  agent  stationed  rn  the  north, 
Was  near,  and  heard  him  vent  his  weakness  forth. 
With  thirsty  ear  he  drank  the  fell  discourse, 
Then  to  the  mountain,  in  a  whirlwind's  force, 
Hied  him  away  : — he  reach'ci  the  craggy  steep  480 

At  midnight,  while  the  fiends  their  councils  keep. 
Late  from  the  throne  of  hell,  the  court  adjourn'd, 
That  from  the  earth  might  Freedom  be  o'erturn'd. 

He  sought  the  king,  supreme  above  the  rest, 
Thron'd  on  a  rock,  while  thunders  scarr'd  his  breast. 

Kneeling — then  rising  in  his  place,  he  stands 
And  thus  salutes  him  with  devotion  hands  : 

"  At  thy  command,  to  Erie's  shore  I  went, 
And  hover'd  secret  o'er  the  general's  tent. 
I  saw  the  colour  from  his  features  fly ;  490 

A  ghastly  fear  look'd  haggard  from  his  eye. 
Soft  I  approach'd,  and  heard  him  wild  repeat, 
That,  veil'd  in  night,  his  array  should  retreat — 
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That  he  no  longer  would  his  life  expose 
To  fire  and  faggots  of  the  savage  foes. 
If  noaniack  chieftains  met  in  dubious  fray, 
He'd  breathe  the  air  till  life  should  melt  away. 
Should  bu*  a  missile  glance  his  thinking  head, 
What  service  babbling  Fame,  deaf — silent — dead  ? 
Untouch'd  by  war  should  Canada  remain —  500 

No  blood  of  wildmen  should  her  fields  distain. 

*'  I  left  him  planning,  how,  by  artful  stealth, 
He  might  deceive  the  nation  of  its  wealth, — 
Hence,  Sire  of  Kings  !  if  we  but  manage  well, 
His  name  to  Brock  will  he  obsequious  tell, 
And  his  whole  army  to  conditions  kneel." 

When  thus  the  agent  had  the  tidings  spoke, 
The  Fiend  began  with  consequential  look  ; 

"  When  first  Columbia  blew  the  warring  blast. 
Sad  We  foredoom'd  Our  every  hope  was  cast.  510 

No  thought  had  We,  that  ever  she'd  pretend 
To  measure  arms  with  Britain,  and  defend 
Her  flag  of  stars  :  But  now  Our  heart  beats  light, 
That  We  shall  gain  a  kingdom  by  the  fight  I 

"  Thy  every  word  gave  joy.     Should  Hull  but  yield 
The  first  battalions  usherM  to  the  field, 
Our  native  children,  roaming  through  the  wood, 
Would  drown  the  nation  in  a  sea  of  blood  : 
Yea,  should  We  now  these  recent  arms  dispel. 
And  plunge  the  boaster  through  the  jaws  of  hell,         520 
No  doubt  remains  but  Liberty  is  gone — 
Columbia  kneels,  subjected  to  a  throne  ! 

'*  But  think  what  numbers  bend  to  Our  control ' 
This  war  will  give  Us  the  Republick  whole  ' 
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Discord,  unchain'd,  around  New-Albion  strides, 
And  all  the  nation  of  its  strength  divides. 
There,  Our  designs  are  cloak'd  from  every  eye, 
By  management  of  sage  Hypocrisy. 

"  Forth,  Cowardice,  appear  ! — exert  your  power 
To  gain  the  array,  ere  the  morning  hour.  530 

Treason  !  arise  ! — on  clouds,  expand  your  wing — 
Sweet  in  Hull's  dream  let  golden  musick  ring. 
But  should  you  find  him  on  the  stream,  in  flight, 
You'll  be  unseen,  till  morrow  ends  in  night." 

The  furies  presently  his  voice  obey — 
On  wings  obscure,  they  bear  themselves  away, 
Like  clouds  of  thunder  rolling  through  the  air. 
Red  lightnings  on  their  front,  black  darkness  on  their  rear. 

Soon  they  a  prospect  of  the  army  reach. 
And  find  them,  broken,  crowding  to  the  beach.         540 
Their  bosoms  burn  with  gratifying  heat. 
To  see  the  tearful  warriours  on  retreat. 
But  as  the  Fiend  had  order'd, — in  a  cloud. 
Till  morrow's  midnight,  they  their  features  shroud. 

While  this  was  passing  on  the  mountain's  height, 
Anxious  the  Patriots  waited  for  the  light. 
To  move  on  Maiden  with  the  strength  of  fire, 
And  make  the  Lion  from  the  north  retire. 

While  thus  in  their  impatience — Hull  began,  549 

Which,  like  torpedo's  touch,  benumb'd  from  rear  to  van: 

"  A  madness  keeps  us  ! — vanish  in  retreat ! 
Fly  in  your  safety  from  a  death  defeat ! 
The  wild-men,  thousands,  swarm  upon  the  ground  i 
Hark  !  hear  them  rustling  in  the  leaves  around  ! 
10» 
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Why  stand  ye  pausing  ? — fly  .'—quick  dip  the  oars  I— 
With  speed  of  lightning,  quit  the  savage  shores !'' 

Not  rock-pent  earthquakes  from  the  centre  driven — 
Not  solid  thunder  leaping  out  of  heaven — 
Not  fiery  spirits  flashing  through  the  night, 
The  spring  tirae  earth  with  pestilence  to  blight,  560 

Would  paralyze  the  soul  with  more  dismay, 
Than  Hull's  command  to  fly  from  Canada. 

When  first  emotions  partial  were  allay'd. 
In  every  feature  anger  was  displayed  ; 
Each  eye,  deep-fix'd,  shot  vengeance  from  the  soul, 
Like  heaven's  red  meteors  shooting  from  the  pole. 
At  length,  with  anguish  searching  to  the  heart, 
Lock'd  in  dead  silence,  heavy  they  depart. 

The  barges  move  reluctant  through  the  wave. 
Groaning  with  sorrow,  laden  with  the  brave  5  570 

The  waters  part  with  sympathy  distressed. 
To  give  them  passage  o'er  their  sighing  breast. 

The  low-sunk  watch  fires,  fading  through  the  night; 
Glimmer  on  Sandwich  with  a  doubtful  light. 
The  sky-rais'd  steeples  catch  a  feeble  gleam, 
And  pale  reflect  it  in  the  dark  blue  stream. 
On  the  dim  view  the  Patriots  fix  their  eye, 
Which  sad  reveals  their  speechless  agony. 
Fill'd  with  despair,  they  turn  their  sight  away, 
Bath'd  into  dimness  with  the  soul's  warm  spray.         580 

With  aching  hearts,  at  length  they  reach  the  shore. 
While  blood,  in  passion,  sweats  from  every  pore. 
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Night  fades — and  darkness  to  the  west  is  driven ; 
Mild  in  the  east,  awakes  the  eye  of  heaven  ; 
By  small  degrees,  the  arch  expands  its  way — 
The  colours  brighten,  and  their  gold  display. 

When  night's  thick  curtain  rising,  show'd  the  morn, 
Webster,  in  fleetness  leaping  like  a  fawn, 
From  Raisin,  gain'd  the  centre  of  the  fort 
Where  Hull  was  plac'd, — to  whom  he  made  report :  590 

"  From  Raisin's  stream,  I  bound  to  you  express, 
To  bear  such  tidings  as  the  warriours  bless. 
Rich  with  Ohio's  fatness,  Brush  is  there — 
Who  earnest  bade  me  to  your  ear  declare 
To  send  him  strength  to  meet  Cawataw's  band, 
Oft  by  the  spies  seen  lurking  o'er  the  land." 

When  the  fair  messenger  the  tidings  told, 
Hull  bade  Vanhorn  to  file  twice  fifty  bold, 
And  forth  advance  with  Webster  to  direct 
The  trackless  way — the  valu'd  stores  protect.  600 

The  warriour  heard — and  anxious  to  behold 
A  hostile  banner,  felt  his  powers  unfold. 
The  late  retreating  in  the  midnight  hour 
Seem'd  to  be  written  in  his  heart  no  more. 

Vanhorn  commanded — his  battalion  wheel'd, 
Their  every  bosom  for  proud  efforts  steel'd.        .^4^:^: 

^thrfT 

Cawataw  and  his  band  in  ambush  lay, 
At  signal,  mad  to  leap  upon  their  prey  ; 
Vanhorn  approaches — Lo,  the  sign  is  given  ! 
The  savage  war-yells  break  aloud  to  heaven.  610 

Destruction,  plum'd  upon  their  brows,  they  bear — 
Their  eye-balls  fierce  a  tiger  vengeance  glare. 
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The  death-leads  fly  upon  the  wings  of  fire — >  '  * 

Matted  in  blood,  Columbians  gasp,  expire. 

Here  Gilcrease,  Uh y,  find  an  early  grave — 
MacCollock,  Blostler,  bleed  among  the  brave. 
Soft  as  their  spirits  ebb  to  dusky  death, 
They  lisp  their  country  with  their  latest  breath  ; 
At  every  word  they  seem  to  tread  the  spheres — 
Their  fading  eyes  suffused  in  holy  tears :  620 

<'  O  Thou,  who  stay'd  the  chariot  of  the  sun, 
When  Israel  fought  on  plains  of  Askalon  ! 
Now,  Thy  dread  arm  for  Liberty  make  bare — 
O  let  not  Discord  bring  her  to  despair. 
Let  Union  weld  the  soul  !   Defend  the  just ! 
We  die  to  live  !  in  Deity  we  trust !" 

They  sunk  in  death.     Their  spirits  enter  heaven — 
An  introduction  to  the  bless'd  is  given. 
But  sad  in  bloody  robes  their  bodies  lay, 
Slow  mouldering  back  to  elemental  clay :  630 

Thus  four  tall  poplars  on  the  mountains  rise, 
With  arms  extended  to  embrace  the  skies — 
Towering  sublime,  their  green  heads  waving  move, 
Kiss'd  with  the  zephyrs  from  the  courts  above  : 
Behold,  a  smiting  thunder  tears  them  down, 
Ere  nature's  poet  sings  of  their  renown  ; 
Their  green  leaves  fade,  their  trunks  are  rent  in  twain— 
Their  broken  boughs  lie  scattered  o'er  the  plain  : 

So  in  their  ruins  lie  the  valiant  dead. 
The  first  who  glorious  for  their  country  bled.  640 

While  these  were  dying,  the  Columbians  strove 
To  force  the  savage — gain  a  sheltering  grove  ; 
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Sut,  heram'd  on  every  side,  they  strove  in  vain, 
Broken  in  parts,  disordered  on  the  plain. 

At  length  Vanhorn,  wielding  his  brand,  exclaims  ; 
"  Stand  in  a  cube  !  return  the  melting  flames  ! 
Cast  ofl*  the  shrinking  flesh  !    blaze  out  the  soul  ! 
Scorn,  scorn  the  earth  !    in  heaven  your  names  enrol  V 

They  quicken  from  despair,  though  heaven  sublime 
Had  call'd  their  spirits  from  the  wreck  of  Time.         650 
In  phalanx  locked,  immoveable  they  stand, 
Lighting  a  flame  that  kindles  up  the  land. 
Yet,  for  a  time,  Cawalaw  girds  the  brave — 
They  charge,  cut  through,  nor  small  the  foe  they  grave. 

Firm  they  recede; — while  oft  with  aim,  they  turn 
Short  on  the  heel  and  cause  death's  fire  to  burn. 

They  gain  the  fort — gash'd  deep  with  many  a  wound, 
Their  crimson  life-drops  dripping  on  the  ground. 
The  gory  sight  speaks  bleeding  to  the  heart, 
And  every  Patriot  wishes  for  a  part.  660 

Miller,  at  once,  in  all  his  arms  arose, 
To  take  due  vengeance  on  the  savage  foes. 
Warriours,  five  hundred,  valiant  from  their  birth. 
In  panoply  severe,  the  chief  leads  forth. 
Three,  under  Boyd,  had  fought  with  courage  true. 
Though  night  involved  them  at  the  Tipp'canoe. 
Two  hundred  others  with  their  souls  as  flame, 
To  give  to  future  years  a  deathless  name. 
A  scout  of  fifty,  fix'd  in  soul  to  rise, 
Snelling  commands  to  shield  against  surprise.  6/0 

Miller  pursues  him,  proximate,  behind. 
In  sallied  form — collected  in  his  mind. 
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Brock,  in  the  meantime,  had  despatched  a  host,  * 

To  guard  Cawataw  on  the  Freedom  coast. 
Silent  they  landed  at  the  village,  Brown, — 
Tecuraseh  rul'd, — a  savage  of  renown, 
Five  hundred  of  his  clan — as  many  more 
Muir  led,  of  Britons,  confident  of  power. 

These  at  Magagaw,  in  concealment  lie, 
Grim'd  with  dark  brows,  and  horrid  panoply.  680 

Thus  they  in  ambush  levelPd  for  the  prey. 
While  Snelling  with  his  spies  pursu'd  his  way — 
Wary  he  struck  the  herders  of  the  wood, 
Expecting  soon  to  start  the  savage  brood. 
Scarce  had  he  gained  the  centre  of  the  path, 
When,  lo,  the  wild  men,  rising  in  their  wrath, 
Rush'd  with  stain'd  visages, — the  work  of  hell, 
And  scream'd  out  "  Death  /"  as  with  infernal  spell ! 
But  Snelling's  band  immoveable  remain. 
And  deal  to  many  a  foe  death's  cramping  pain.         690 

Miller,  progressing  with  reserve  behind, 
Heard  the  dire  pealings,  borne  on  wings  of  wind, 
A  martial  blush  deep  crimson'd  in  his  cheeks — 
He  halts  to  listen : — and  the  line  bespeaks  : 

"  The  enemy  is  met  !  Hark  !  veterans,  prove — 
Let  the  blood  burn  !    Let  all  your  valour  move, 
And  place  your  names  in  heaven  ;  reveal  the  fire, 
That  each  inherits  from  his  godlike  sire  ,- 
Yea,  I  behold  it  kindling  in  your  eye; 
Rush,  rush  the  battle  !  Victory,  or  die  !"  700 

Mad  dash  the  warriours  at  the  given  word, 
Death  waits  attendant  on  the  Freedom  sword. 
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The  Albions  soon  in  broken  ranks  retire 

From  bayonets  dripping  blood  anci  muskets  vaulting  fire. 

But  nothing  thus,  Tecumseh  is  subdu'd  ; 
Raising  his  speech,  he  holds  his  native  wood. 
The  Britons  rally  at  command  of  Muir, 
What  time  Tecumseh,  like  a  rock  secure, 
Stands  with  full  breast  against  the  whizzing  wrath, 
Glancing  from  Miller  in  a  burning  path.  710 

His  mighty  voice  reverberating  round. 
Causes  the  fighting  tumult  to  abound. 

Now  peals  on  peals  with  strength  redoubling  roar ; 
The  dark  brown  earth  is  glued  with  clotted  gore. 
Clouds  of  convolving  smoke  obscure  the  sky — 
Steel  rings,  fires  blaze,  trees  fall,  blood  streams,  and  war- 
riours  die. 

As  when  two  anger'd  clouds  meet  in  mid  heaven, 
By  fierce  tornados  each  on  other  driven — 
The  forky  lightnings  flash,  dissolving  round. 
Whilst  thunders  rock  the  universe  profound  ;  720 

The  mad  clouds  thicken  with  a  hideous  scowl ; 
Th'  affrighted  spirits  of  the  whirlwind  howl. 
Unsparing  ruins  through  the  welkin  fly  ; 
Earth's  centre  jars  ;  loud  breaks  the  vaulted  sky : 

Scarce  with  less  rage,  the  rousM-up  battle  roars— r 
In  equal  balance  the  contending  powers. 
At  length  the  allies  from  the  field  retire, 
And  Miller  strikes  them  with  pursuiug  fire. 
At  times,  they  halt,  and  bend  a  frowning  eye — 
As  oft  the  blue  steel  forces  them  to  fly  :  730 
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Thus  mastiffs  furiously  a  bear  assail 
With  tearing  teeth,  to  make  her  courage  quail — 
But  when  the  lancing  of  her  tusks  they  feel, 
Their  fierceness  stoops — they  turn  upon  the  heel — 
They  fly,  they  stand,  as  inward  madness  burns — 
Surly  they  fight,  and  back  retreat,  by  turns  : 

Like  these,  the  bands  of  royalty  recede  ; 
At  times  resisting,  till  they  fainting  bleed. 
Miller,  at  length,  compels  them  to  the  shore, 
Where  swift  for  JVlalden  they  apply  the  oar.  740 

The  foe  upon  the  lake — Miller  returns — 
Gathers  the  dead,  and  in  the  dust  inurns 
Their  gory  bodies.     Webster  he  descries 
With  crimsonM  bosom,  mixt  with  enemies, 
Tossing  with  dying  throes :  He  turns  him  from  the  sight, 
For  the  young  warriour  was  bis  souFs  delight. 

Slow  as  the  passing  traveller  moves  by,  ilLiSka 

He  drops  a  tear  with  a  reverted  eye.  ^^^Kl^ 

His  footsteps  tender  o'er  the  valley  tread,  V 

Lest  they  disturb  the  slumberings  of  the  dead.  750 

Lilies,  white-bosom'd,  on  their  grave  arise, 
Odours,  delicious,  wafting  to  the  skies 
By  the  rich  incense,  rising  from  the  tomb, 
Vital  they  flourish  with  unfading  bloom. 

This  holy  office  done,  Miller  withdraws 
Back  to  Detroit,  and  gains  the  heart's  applause. 
With  throbbing  breasts,  the  Patriots  hear  them  comet 
By  the  far-sounding  of  the  distant  drum. 
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Sons,  sires,  and  maidens  issue  from  the  town, 
Thronging  in  crowds  to  greet  the  victors  on.  760 

Those  scatter  flowers,  these  shouting  high,  proclaim 
Miller  illustrious  on  the  roll  of  fame. 

Now,  as  recedes  the  evening  of  the  day, 
The  western  colours  placid  melt  to  grey. 
Wide  o'er  the  world.  Night  spreads  his  mantle  round— 
The  young  stars  glitter  in  their  orbs  profound. 
Hesper  in  beauty  throws  her  beams  afar. 
First  to  appear  Columbia's  chosen  star. 
Her  sisters  next  with  brilliant  steppings  dance 
In  bright  cotillions  on  the  blue  expanse.  7T0 

Blithe  as  they  frolick  in  the  dewy  even. 
With  gems  profuse  they  deck  the  round  of  heaven. 

Behind  the  mountain  pines,  the  moon  in  mist, 
Silent  and  slow,  emerges  from  the  east. 
Her  face  half-smother'd,  shines  with  coral  rays, 
Which  seem  the  woods  to  lighten  in  a  blaze  : 
But  soon  she  overclinjbs  the  craggy  height, 
And  broad  in  heaven  unfolds  her  peerless  light. 
The  stars  in  glittering  troops  around  her  play, 
Scattering  their  diamonds  o'er  her  silvery  way.  780 

The  weary  warriours  on  their  couches  sleep. 
Save  the  still  out-guards,  that  the  watch-word  keep. 
With  dire  disturbance  working  in  his  skull, 
On  tender  down,  half  dreams  the  traitor  Hull. 

Behold  the  fiend^i,  which  had  in  hell  their  birth, 
A.  murky  cloud  upon  their  wings  roll  forth, 
11 
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Which  wraps  the  bosom  of  the  earth  in  night ; 

The  moon  and  stars  shrink  backward  with  their  light. 

Now  Treason  his  coadjutor*  address'd, 
Broaching  the  subject  of  their  late  behest  :  790 

**  Our  time  is  now,  in  solid  darkness  drear, 
To  bribe  with  gold  or  terrify  with  fear. 
This  to  effect,  must  we  our  forms  conceal, 
And  nothing  of  our  origin  reveal." 

Forth  they  their  shapes  reduced,  and  cautious  crept 
By  guard,  who  never  on  the  night-watch  slept. 
Close  to  the  dreamer's  head  they  hover'd  near, 
In  couchant  posture  to  alarm  his  ear. 
First,  Treason,  whispering  on  his  right,  began, 
Which  like  still  poison  through  his  system  ran  :  800 

"  Hull,  to  my  voice  give  heed  !  of  things  'twill  speak, 
To  cause  thy  heart  a  musick  throb  to  strike  ! 

"  O  what,  terrestrial,  can  compare  with  gold  !  •- 

Earth,  yea,  an  entrance  into  heaven  is  sold  !  '^ 

Its  lustre  turns  the  rainbow  into  night ! 
Ethereal  gems  are  darkness  in  its  sight ! 
Its  key,  high-noted,  how  it  thrills  delight ! 

"  What  !    pause  for  character  ?  'tis  all  a  plan 
To  bind  and  shackle  independent  man  ! 
What  !  toil  for  glory,  honour,  and  acclaim  810 

Of  murderous  battle  call'd  the  field  of  fame  ? 
^Tis  for  thy  peculency — empty  noise. 
Men  to  make  beggars, — light  as  rattling  toys. 
Does  not  the  priest  for  lucre  bribe  his  God 
To  spare  the  sinner  from  avenging  rod  ? 
*  Cowardice. 
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Behold  the  recompense  of  Virtue  .'—see, 

Are  not  her  votaries  garb'd  in  poverty  ? 

Yea,  like  the  guilty,  die  a  hideous  death, 

Or,  in  damp  dungeons,  gasp  away  their  breath  ! 

Did  not  great  Cato  mount  the  funeral  pyre,  820 

And  virtuous  Eramett  on  the  tree  expire  ? 

Did  not  a  Hampden,  Russell,  Sydney,  Moor, 

Bestain  the  tyrant  scaffold  with  their  gore  ? 

"  Admit  that  nonsense  honour  is  the  prize. 
Will  not  the  treasure  make  the  boon  arise  ? 
Is  not  vain  glory,  as  mean  barter,  sold 
For  the  bright  dust  of  all-subduing  gold  ? 

"  See  Genius  starving  for  the  means  of  bread, 
Without  a  resting  place  to  lay  his  head  ! 
Behold  the  veteran,  shivering  in  the  blast,  830 

Despis'd,  neglected  for  his  actions  past ! 
His  scattered  grey  hairs  whistle  in  the  wind — 
Trusting  to  fame,  he  pines  in  want  behind  ! 

"  Not  so,  where  lustre  of  the  gold  is  shed  ; 
It  swells  the  heart,  and  elevates  the  head ; 
Gilds  each  marr'd  feature  with  a  polish'd  grace, 
And  smoothes  the  wrinkles  in  a  maiden  face. 

"  Gold  gives  the  man  a  noble  privilege  ; 
Each  word  he  speaks  is  wit  of  keenest  edge. 
He  may  hold  converse  with  the  fiends  beneath,  840 

And  none  will  dare  to  stain  him  with  their  breath. 
Crimes  he  may  practise  of  the  deepest  dye, 
And  still  his  name,  as  bright  as  jewelry, 
Will  current  pass— yea,  held  in  high  repute, 
And  meet,  from  every  hand,  the  fair  salute* 
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"  Fame,  easy  thus  acquired,  you'll  not  despise, 
Because  no  savage  threatens  in  disguise  ! 

"  But  let  the  vulgar  poor  commit  a  flaw, 
Of  gold  deprivM,  to  buy  the  frowning  law, 
Behold  how  Justice  slays  them  with  his  sword,  850 

Wirh  scarce  the  sufferance  of  a  farewell  word  !" 

Here  the  fell  agent  shook  his  membrane  wings, 
Rattling  a  sound  like  treasure,  when  it  rings  ; 
Hull  smil'd  to  mark  the  visionary  gold, 
And  spread  his  hand  to  grasp  it  in  his  fold. 

The  fiend  proceeds  :  "  Had  you  but  riches  now, 
What  honours,  flourishing,  would  deck  your  brow  ! 
Honours,  untarnishM,  without  blot  or  shade, 
Secur'd  by  diadems  that  never  fade  ! 
This  fortress  but  resign  to  Albion's  power,  86Q 

And  bounteous  wealth  will  rain  a  golden  shower. 

Such  a  mad  multitude  not  care  to  rule — 
They  now  upbraid  thee  with  their  ridicule. 
Bear  not  their  brows  stern-arch'd,  but  cramp  them  down, 
And  take  revenge,  by  yielding  to  the  Crown. 

"  You  to  the  nation's  ear  can  make  excuse, 
And  draw  its  treasure  for  your  private  use. 
Stating  the  want  of  power  the  walls  to  guard 
Against  a  foe  with  ev'ry  means  prepar'd. 
And  forests,  swarming  with  the  savage  fell,  870 

At  signal  ready  to  begin  the  yell  ! 

"  There's  none  of  tongue  so  eloquent  as  you. 
These  words  remember,  to  yourself  be  true." 

This  having  said,  his  teeth  he  chatter'd  loud, 
That  in  his  mind  the  sure  belief  might  jcrowd, 
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That  wealth  was  falling  like  a  harvest  round, 
And  golden  sparkles  cloth'd  the  tented  ground. 

Up  starts  the  traitor  with  a  maniack  glare, 
Like  a  wild  ghost  that  travels  midnight  air. 
In  restless  dream,  he  gathers  on  the  floor,  880 

Piling  in  heaps  th'  imaginary  ore. 
Wearied  at  length,  with  gold  unbounded  blest, 
He  sinks  with  smiling  on  his  couch  to  rest. 

Now  Cowardice  approachM  his  feverish  head. 
And  half  in  tears  this  moving  sorrow  said  : 

"  Alas,  what  bosom  that  has  heart,  can  bear 
War's  bloody  note  1 — the  echo  of  despair  ! 
Who,  that  has  sentiment,  but  sad  must  moan 
To  hear  the  hollow  sound  of  death's  last  groan  ? 
Thy  generous  mind  to  softer  scenes  is  given —  890 

Thou  art  reluctant  to  this  bloodshed  driven. 

"  Look  at  Chicago  !—  how  the  warm  blood  streams  f 
Listen  !  the  hell-note  of  the  savage  screams  ! 
See  the  fond  mother  on  the  cold  ground  press'd, 
Her  bleeding  infant  gasping  on  her  breast  I 
See  Wells  and  Warner  struggling  in  their  gore  ! — 
Heath,  with  sharp  anguish  lancing  every  pore, 
Beholds  the  bosom  of  his  wife  in  pain, 
Pouring  her  heart's  sweet  fountain  on  the  plain  !" 

Here,  the  cold  thought  his  very  heart  benumbs ;     900 
The  fiend,  more  pressing,  to  his  purpose  comes  : 

"  Sad  yearns  my  breast,  that  vain  should  you  pretend 
'Gainst  Brock  this  crazy  bulwark  to  defend  ! 
From  bosoms  pierc'd  will  stream,  a  gushing  flood  5 
This  fort  will  he  a  slaughter-house  of  blood  ! 

n* 
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Thou  nothing  canst  avail,— thy  flag  must  down,. 
Made  wet  with  gore,  in  bondage  to  the  Crown  ! 

"  Think  of  the  northern  Afve,  which  round  you  swarm. 
Black  in  their  horrour  to  begin  the  stoim, 
Wyandots,  Winnabagos,  Knistenoose—  910 

Pottawatamies,  Hurons,  Kickapoose — 
Algonquins,  smear'd  with  murder— blood  their  tracks  ! 
And  with  them  join'd  the  massacreing  Sacks  ! 
These,  these  by  thousands,  lie  in  groups  conceaPd, 
To  sieze  your  throats  and  cause  your  lives  to  yield  ! 

"  And  think  you  to  escape  their  lifted  arm, 
When  they  hke  sudden  floods  shall  burst  ih'  alarm  ? 
Alas  !  how  brittle  is  your  hold  on  hfe. 
When,  like  loos'd  hell,  they  blacken  in  the  strife  ! 

"  O  learn  in  happy  time  to  shun  your  fate —  920 

The  hour  approaches  when  you'll  learn  too  late  ! 
Shun — fly  these  cannibals — whose  ancient  plan 
Is  first  to  massacre  the  leading  man  ! 
Surrender, — strike, — these  rotten  walls  forsake, 
Ere  that  they  sieze  and  bind  you  to  the  stake ! 
The  time  admits  no  pausing — no  delay — 
Cass  and  MacArthur  you  can  send  away. 

"  Lo  !  what  dark  forms  are  these,  half  viewless,  seen  ? 
The  visages  of  ghosts,  or  savage  men  ! 
In  dismal  swarms,  they  move  upon  the  sight —  930 

They  come,  they  poui  impetuous  to  the  fight  !" 

The  fiends  with  shrieking  vanish'd  in  the  cloud ; 
Hull  strove,  cold-sweating,  to  exclaim  aloud  ; 
But  this  had  he  not  freedom  to  effect — 
The  ghastly  vision  held  his  utterance  check'd. 
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Save  of  his  lips,  which,  in  their  movement,  show'd 
Like  dying  men,  when  muttering  of  their  shroud  : 

"  Save  !  rescue  me  from  flames  !  I  give  up  all — 
Yea,  every  warriour, — treasures,  guns  and  ball — 
Mac  Arthur,  Cass,  and  Brush,  and  Michigan —  940 

Burn,  burn  the  standard  ! — every  name  unman  !'' 

At  length,  his  mind  grew  gentle  by  degrees. 
Like  ocean,  when  the  winds  have  left  the  seas. 
A  healthy  moisture  o'er  his  body  crept. 
And  calm  bis  fancy  till  the  morning  slept. 

Soon  the  soft  breathing  of  the  morn  springs  forth, 
And  breaks  the  cloud,  that  settled  from  the  north. 
The  star  of  beauty  greets  tlie  watch-guard's  eye, 
Leading  the  twilight,  dancing  up  the  sky. 

Instant  the  glimmer  of  the  day  was  free,  950 

The  early  drummers  beat  the  revielle — 
The  rattling  musick  rung  o'er  hill  and  plain. 
And  babbling  echo  told  it  back  again. 

Sleep-stars  alarm'd — on  dewy  pinions  flies — 
The  rous'd-up  warriours  from  their  sluraberings  rise. 
In  burnish'd  armour,  in  due  files,  they  stand. 
To  practise  battle  to  defend  the  land. 
MacArthur,  Miller,  Cass,  on  chargers  bound. 
The  troops  in  motion  as  they  give  the  sound. 
And  now,  with  martial  pomp,  in  line  they  dress, —     gdo 
Eyes,  like  the  new  morn,  beaming — shoulders  press. 
And  now  to  column  they  advance  in  file. 
The  fifes  shrill  whistling  with  the  drums  the  while. 
Proud,  as  the  motion  of  the  tune  they  beat, 
It  seems  enchantment  frolicks  in  their  feet. 
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As  a  thick  brake  in  winter,  silver^  bright 

With  glittering  ice,  their  arras  reflect  the  light. 

The  column  now,  at  signal  word,  displays — 

And  forth,  they  seem  as  in  a  dancing  maze. 

Now  tliey  retreat — fire  streaming  as  they  go —  97^^ 

Now  turn  and  charge  th'  imaginary  foe. 

When  Hull  awoke,  he  searched,  with  timid  eye, 
If  that,  in  ambush,  savages  were  nigh. 
No  danger  lurking  in  his  view,  alone, 
He  thus  began  in  a  despairing  tone  : 

"  And  is  Chicago  lost  ? — Alas,  the  day  ! 
O  that  remote  were  I  from  this  away  ! 
And  must  it  be,  that  I  must  yield  this  post  ? 
These  trophies,*  which  the  blood  of  patriots  cost?     979 
What  course  ? — what  method  ? — Wild-men  every  where  ! 
What  ails  my  heart  ? — it  trembles  with  despair  ! 

"  It  must  be  so. — I  must  this  warfare  end. 
Death  fastens  on  my  life,  if  I  contend  ! 

'<  For  what  fell  purpose  do  these  dreamers  come, 
If  not  to  warn  me  of  impending  doom  ? 
Methought  the  savage  dash'd  me  in  the  lake, 
While  part  assayed  with  fire  my  life  to  take  ! 
The  flame  I  never  felt,  in  mercy's  care — 
But  O  I  suflfer'd  all  that  flesh  could  bear  ! 
All  is  not  right — and  ah,  that  dismal  yell !  990 

It  froze  my  blood, — My  feelings  who  can  tell  ! 

"  Not  shadows  are  my  fears — no  coward  slave — 
Have  I  not  fought  in  battle  with  the  brave  ? 
*  Guns  captured  in  the  Revolution. 
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Fate,  fate,  unalterable  commands  me  now. — 
Why  should  I  struggle  to  avoid  the  blow  ? 
My  struggling  would  be  vain  :  Devouring  death 
Would  gormandize  the  whole  upon  the  heath. 

^•'  And  have  I  not  large  prospect  of  reward, 
If  I  to  Brock  should  render  up  my  sword  ? 
Arnold,  his  flag  but  willing  to  resign,  1000 

Was  made,  as  though  he  own'd  Potosi's  mine  : 
Now  should  I  yield  these  ample  regions  round. 
My  future  days  with  riches  would  be  crown'd — 
As  in  ray  dream,  a  golden  shower  would  rain — 
But  now,  alas,  what  numbers  must  be  slain  \ 

*•'  Yes,  in  my  sleep,  methought  an  Albion  stood — 
His  shape  was  odd,  but  what  he  said  was  good. 
It  seem'd,  wings,  bat-like,  from  his  shoulders  grew, 
Rich  o'er  the  tent  the  dust  of  gold  he  threw  ; 
A  type,  hereafter,  what  his  king  would  give,  1010 

When  Brock  my  sword  submissive  should  receive. 

"  Not  oft  my  mind  is  bent  to  follow  dreams, — 
But  in  this  vision,  truth  unclouded  seems. 
For  once,  I  feel  inclined  to  trust  the  shade, — 
V\\  pause  no  longer — Brock  commands  my  blade. 

"  What  waste  of  blood  shall  I,  by  yielding,  save  ! 
My  censuring  army  rescue  from  the  grave  ! 

"  Death  is  an  awful  thing ! — how  pale,  how  dire  ! 
O  let  my  soul  on  easy  down  expire  ! 
Alas,  these  wars  ! — what  makes  the  nations  fight  ?    1020 
My  heart !  it  breaks  !  my  smothering  breast  feels  tight ! 
And   will  there  nothing  minister  to  good  .f* 
Nothing  but  flying  from  this  scene  of  blood ! 
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But  Cass,  MacArthur,  instant  must  retire — 
Their  looks  might  awe  and  dampen  my  desire. 
Miller  I  dread — Vanhorn, — to  mar  my  plan  ; 
But  these,  should  I  dismiss,  they  might  my  motives  scan.^ 

His  views  perfected,  straight  he  left  his  tent, 
To  seek  the  warriours,  on  his  treason  bent. 
He  found  them  marshalPd  in  their  armour  strong,     1030 
And  thus  deceptive  spoke  his  ready  tongue  : 

"  The  troops  displayed  with  veterans  would  compare, 
But  Cass,  MacArthur,  forth  must  you  repair 
To  strengthen  Brush,  and  bring  from  Raisin's  shores, 
Defiance  of  the  foe,  the  valued  stores. 
'Twill  be  convenient  to  secure  them  here. 
Though  at  the  present  we've  no  want  to  fear. 

"  Hundreds,  twice  three,  detach — true  flint  and  fire— - 
To  cause  the  lurking  savage  to  expire. 
But  yet  1  doubt  an  enemy  will  dare,  1040 

Since  Miller  fought  them,  to  oppose  you  there. 

"  Think  not,  brave  men,  that  ever  I  shall  stain 
The  breast  of  Liberty  and  give  her  pain. 
Let  war  abound — here  in  my  strength,  FU  stand, 
Fix'd  in  resolve  to  grave  the  kingly  band. 
This,  the  Thermopylae,  where  Brock  will  find, 
That  my  retreat  was  fatally  designed. 
My  heart  feels  young  to  conquer  or  to  die. 
As  when  I  battled  with  Montgomery. 
That  banner,  lightened  with  effulgent  Stars,  1050 

Shall  ne'er  be  clouded  in  the  glorious  cause — 
T5ut  pure  its  gems  shall  shine,  more  dazzling  bright, 
Should  royal  legions — savages,  unite 
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To  quench  their  beams  of  fire  ! — Then  thou  shalt  find, 
That  death  will  snatch  their  body  from  the  mind  ! 
Though  I  from  Sandwich  thought  retreating  best, 
Here  will  I  stand,  till  thunder  strikes  my  breast ! 
Ere  that  I  yield,  the  blood  shall  fly  my  veins — 
My  body,  roU'd  in  dust,  lie  matted  on  the  plains  !" 

He  spoke,  like  truth. — Mac  Arthur,  Cass,  obey;  1060 
Detach  the  number,  and  advance  away. 
But  as  they  pass'd  the  flag,  a  something  deep, 
Struck  to  the  heart,  which  made  their  eyes  to  weep. 

Cass  paus'd  in  doubt,  and  half  unsheath'd  his  sword 
To  bid  defiance  to  the  generaPs  word. 

MacArthur  rein'd  his  passion  :  "  O  be  calm — 
And  hear  the  language  of  a  friend,  that's  warm. 
Scarce  have  our  angry  bosoms  cool'd  their  heat, 
Caus'd  by  the  dastard  order  to  retreat — 
Hence,  prudent  it  becomes  us  here  to  pause  1070 

Before  we  rise  superior  to  the  laws. 
Though  at  this  hour,  it  might  our  honour  save— 
A  future  day,  it  might  the  army  grave. 
'Twould  be  hereafter  cited  as  excuse 
For  discontent  to  riot  in  abuse. 
And  lead  to  anarchy,  defeat,  disgrace  ; 
The  lofty  freedom  of  the  land  debase. 
Hence,  though  a  jealous  honour  pains  our  breast, 
'Tis  wisdom  now  to  answer  his  behest. 
Miller  is  there,  and  Snelling,  and  Vanhorn,  1080 

Than  whom  none  braver  of  the  earth  were  born. 
Should  he  incline  to  let  the  Eagle  fall. 
His  shrinking  soul  their  presence  would  appal.'' 
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Cass  heard  his  reasoning  with  a  silent  tongue — 
Return'd  his  sword,  and  led  his  files  along. 

Slow  they  the  borders  of  the  lake-shore  wind, 
With  daik  forebodings  labouring  in  their  mind. 
At  length,  a  lumbering  they  at  distance  hear, 
Like  thunders  heard  from  clouds  beneath  the  sphere. 
They  halt — they  listen  to  th'  alarming  sound,  1090 

With  every  feeling  touched  with  the  profound. 

The  chiefs  decide  immediate  to  return, 
And  what  the  nature  of  the  war  to  learn. 
The  troops  received  the  order  with  a  glow. 
That  made  the  crimson  of  their  cheeks  to  show. 
The  backward  path  they  measur'd  with  a  spring. 
As  though  their  feet  were  lighten'd  with  a  wing. 

Ere  long,  with  panting  breath,  they  gain'd  a  height. 
Which  brought  th'  investment  of  the  fort  in  sight. 
They  marked  the  Eagle  riding  on  the  breeze,  1100 

Which  gave  their  hearts  a  luxury  of  ease — 
They  shouted — pour'd  along — nor  felt  they  toiFd, 
Though  every  blood-vein  with  their  efforts  boiPd. 

Lo,  as  they  rush'd  the  entrance  of  the  fort, 
Ready  to  spend  their  lives  for  its  support. 
The  Eagle  flutter'd  from  her  perch  on  high, 
Pierc'd  with  the  shaft  of  blighting  infamy  ! 

Now  when  that  Brock  had  charactered  his  foe, 
He  laid  his  plans  to  strike  the  star-flag  luw. 
He  sent  expresses  in  their  ardour  forth,  1110 

To  call  his  scatter'd  people  from  the  north  : 

By  this,  an  army  he  collected  soon, 
To  make  Columbia  with  dishonour  swoon  ; 
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And,  in  the  centre  of  his  square,  he  stood, 
Tested  his  judgment  and  his  promptitude  : 

"  We'll  pass  the  stream,  and  make  their  standards  ours ! 
The  Eagle's  wing  shall  fall  beneath  our  powers  ! 
Yes,  we'll  invade — but  not,  like  Hull,  return, 
Till  we  gain  victory,  or  clasp  death's  urn. 
Yea,  in  his  forted  strength,  we'll  Hull  defy,  1120 

And  give  him  name  with  those  of  infamy. 
How  like  a  dastard  he  from  Sandwich  flew, 
When  he  might  swept  our  feebleness,  like  dew. 
Did  valour  warm  his  breast,  I  ne'er  should  dare 
To  lead  you  forward  to  invasion  there. 
To  aid  our  plans,  I've  sent  a  spy  before 
To  bear  him  gold,  with  promises  of  more  ; 
This  and  his  cowardice  will  make  him  yield 
His  starry  banner,  when  we  touch  the  field. 
Held  he  but  something  vital  in  his  blood,  1130 

He  might  have  drove  the  land,  like  fire  and  flood. 
He  may  pretend  to  give  us  answer  stern, 
But  never  dare  to  brave  us  in  return. 
With  strength  inferior,  we  shall  victors  be, 
And  bend  him  low  upon  a  prayerful  knee. 

"  Red  brothers  !  hear  my  voice  !  In  war  be  strong — 
But  when  they  yield,  commit  no  blood-shed  wrong. 
He,  who  shall  raise  his  hatchet  after  peace, 
Shall  kneel  to  death,  unworthy  of  his  race. 
Tecumseh,  not  to  thee  these  words  are  said,  1140 

For  thou  art  honour  to  the  fountain  head. 

"  Now,  beat  the  musick  and  display  in  file — 
Soon,  on  the  ramparts  of  yon  height,  we  smile  V 
n 
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Brock  gave  the  purpose  of  his  heart, and  led 
Fourteen  times  fifty,  royal,  for  the  deed. 
Wildmen,  six  hundred,  march  in  savage  ranks — 
Part  on  his  rear,  part  scouting  on  the  flanks. 
With  these  alone, — and  mortars  in  his  train, 
He  hopes  the  fortress  of  Detroit  to  gain. 
At  Sandwich,  he  embarks  for  Freedom's  shore,        1150 
And  lands,  uncheck'd  by  HulPs  defended  power  ! 

Firm  the  Columbians  stood,  like  pointed  rocks, 
To  pour  destruction  on  a  thousand  Brocks  ; 
The  volunteers  were  placed  in  bolted  ranks 
To  thin  the  allies  on  the  British  flanks. 
Two  engines  huge  were  ready  with  their  death. 
Stretching  their  jaws  to  breathe  consuming  breath  ; 
These  topp'd  a  steepy  hill :  —same  time,  in  fort. 
Planted  were  forty  brass,  to  blaze  report — 
Trophies  of  ancient  daring — Washington  1 1 60 

The  same  at  York  from  proud  Cornwallis  won. 
Their  vaulted  throats  yawn'd  wide  with  threatening  gloom* 
Backward  to  strike  th'  invaders  to  the  tomb. 

Warriours,  two  thousand,  breasted  for  the  storm, 
Stood  in  their  strength  with  beating  bosoms  warm. 
Their  steel-crown'd  bayonets  glimmer'd  o'er  the  mound 
An  icy  horrour  to  the  Albions  round  ; 
Death  frown'd  upon  their  points  with  fatal  eye, 
Scowling  defiance  at  the  enemy  ! 

Yet  not  a  bolt  against  the  foe  was  driven,  1170 

By  dastard  orders  of  the  general  given  ! 

Now  Brock  his  cohorts  having  play'd  in  line, 
Despatch'd  to  Hull  a  summons  to  resign. 
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Glaig  he  selected  to  convey  the  truce, 
With  fear  Columbia's  banner  to  reduce. 
He  on  the  parapet,  like  triumph,  stood, 
Waving  the  flag,  and  made  his  order  good  : 

"  Brock,  without  polish,  bids  me  to  declare. 
That  you  remove  your  Esgle  from  the  air  ; 
Contract  her  win*2S  in  dust ;  or  death  will  rage  ;      1180 
No  English  arm  can  Indian  wrath  assuage. 
Yield  without  struggle,  and  the  deed  is  well, 
Or  for  thy  heart  will  savage  tigers  yell  ! 
Yea,  dare  resistance — and  the  gush  of  blood 
Will  wash  the  fort,  like  rivers  in  a  flood  ! 
But  strike  yon  standard,  and  the  savage  arm, 
AimM  at  thy  breast,  shall  not  that  bosom  harm." 

Hull,  as  he  ended,  knitted  up  his  brow 
With  seeming  anger,  and  bespoke  the  foe : 

"  Go,  tell  this  Brock,  that  1  his  threats  defy  I       119^ 
Behold  his  death  !  Look  round  and  fear  to  die  ! 
Bear  his  defiance  back  !   Mad  let  him  come — 
His  peace  is  made  on  earth, — he  crowds  the  tomb  ! 

Go,  and  return  no  more." 

Bold  was  his  tongue, 
As  though  his  heart  with  vaHant  chords  were  strung. 

The  messenger  beheld  the  strength  around, 
And  felt  his  answer  was  a  truth  profound. 
Trembling  he  fear'd  his  courage  would  arise 
To  make  of  Brock  a  gory  sacrifice. 
With  bosom  press'd--his  features  fading  wan,         1200 
Back  he  withdrew — and  thus  to  Brock  began  : 

<*  I  fear  his  heart  yet  brave !  His  strength  is  strong. 
And  proud  he  speaks  it  with  a  haughty  tongue. 
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Yea,  he  pronounc'd  it  in  a  scoffing  mood, 
To  search  your  heart  and  rob  it  of  its  blood  I 

Full  iu  your  teeth  he  hurls" 

Brock  touch'd  his  breast, 
And  scornful  wheeling,  his  command  addressed  : 

"  He  scoffs  the  Lion  standard  !    Flame  adjust ! 
Put  forth  !   His  knee-print  will  be  seen  in  dust ! 
His  wagging  tongue  is  nothing  but  a  cheat ;  1210 

His  heart  is  rotten,  when  the  war-notes  beat. 
At  the  left  bastion  let  the  cannon  play, 
And  leaping  shells  their  burning  trains  display. 
Should  yonder  Stars  still  glitter  in  the  sky. 
With  steel  in  hand  we'll  strike  for  victory  !" 

Their  brazen  engines  at  the  word  they  wheePd, 
And  filPd  with  flame  the  circle  of  the  field. 
The  shells,  careering  from  the  mortars,  sprung, 
While  dire  the  peals  reverberating  rung  ; — 
Like  comets,  wheeling  through  a  tortur'd  sky,         1220 
The  bombs,  enkindled,  through  the  welkin  fly — 
Or,  as  the  bedded  rocks  from  Hecla  rise. 
With  sound  of  thunder  rolling  through  the  skies, 
AVliich,  as  they  arch,  leave  circles  in  their  path, 
Like  lightnings  burning  on  a  cloud  in  wrath  : 
So  wheel  the  j^lobes  of  fire  : — but  yet  sustains 
The  fort  no  loss — beyond,  they  strike  the  plains. 

Hull,  in  the  meantime,  felt  his  soul  despair  ; 
flis  features,  shrunken,  cast  a  hideous  air. 
His  better  hand  was  trembling  rais'd  on  high,  1130 

As  though  to  blind  the  prospect  from  his  eye. 
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His  left,  convulsive  cramp'd,  was  stretch'd  behind, 
While  his  loose  hair  was  scattered  in  the  wind. 

Miller,  with  anguish  mark'd  him  in  his  fear, 
And  felt  his  heart  would  not  the  conflict  bear. 
Soft  he  approach^  him,  and  with  mildness  spoke, 
Which  by  degrees  subdu'd  his  haggard  look  : 

"  O  tell  me  whereas  your  pain  ?  I  apprehend, 
Some  secret  ailment  makes  your  blood  descend. 
Had  you  not  better  from  the  scene  withdraw  ;  1240 

Till  the  last  pulse  beat,  ['11  maintain  the  war  ; 
Yea,  till  the  fort  melts  down  ! — Let  Brock  lead  forth, 
And  death  will  bind  his  standard  to  the  earth. 
See  how  the  warriours  with  their  matches  yearn 
To  touch  the  vents  and  let  the  thunders  burn !" 

By  this  the  traitor  had  made  smooth  his  brow. 
And  him  thus  answered  :  "  Testified  I  know 
The  virtue  of  thy  heart — 'tis  fire  and  steel 
Unquenchable — unsprung  : — but  yet  I  feel 
Never  to  move,  while  able  to  remain  1250 

To  wave  the  sign  to  shower  with  fire  the  plain. 

"  Much  JVe  recovered — abler  than  I  was ; 
Go,  nerve  the  army  to  maintain  the  cause. 
Yet  bid  them  wait,  till  I  the  word  shall  give, 
Then  let  the  enemy  his  death  receive  !" 

With  anxious  bosom.  Miller  him  obey'd. 
And  every  word  particular  convey'd 
To  each  Columbian,  planted  at  his  post. 
To  do  sucl;^  deeds  eternity  would  boast.  1259 

What  time  this  pass'd.  Brock  toil'd  in  battering  fray  ; 
And  smoke  and  fire  with  darkness  veil'd  the  day. 
1%* 


138  FREDONIAD.      CANTO  IV. 

Yet  labour'd  he  in  vain.     At  length  he  ceas'd 
His  sheeted  burnings  on  the  air  to  waste. 

"  Hush — hush,  ye  Britons,  hush  the  coward  flames  ! 
The  steel  bears  death  to  glorify  your  names  ! 
In  column  on  ! — Your  royalty  put  forth — 
Move  slow,  but  strong,  and  bow  them  to  the  earth  !" 

No  breeze,  no  whisper  travels  o'er  the  heath — 
All  is  deep  silence,  like  the  hour  of  death. 
The  daring  Briton  leads  his  column  forth,  127® 

Slow,  like  a  cloud,  deep-scowling  from  the  north. 
He  moves  upon  his  fate  ! — Destructions  frown 
To  blast  his  army  like  a  tempest  down. 
With  lighted  matches,  the  Columbians  wait 
To  catch  the  word  to  strike  them  desolate  ! 
Not  half  so  strong  a  mother  longs  to  hear 
Her  dying  son  to  whisper  in  her  ear. 
And  tell  her  news  of  health  !  Not  half  so  strong 
A  lover  leans  to  catch  the  musick  tongue 
Of  her  he  loves,  to  thrill  his  vital  strings  1280 

By  lisping  to  his  soul  unutterable  things  ! — 
No :  not  the  mother's,  nor  the  lover's  ear 
Is  half  so  bent,  these  heavenly  sounds  to  hear, 
As  long  the  Patriots,  tortur'd  with  desire 
To  hear  the  order  to  elance  the  fire  ! 
Their  souls  are  lost  to  earth — hearts  leaping  high, 
To  melt  th'  invaders  to  mortality  ! 

"  Smother  the  match  !  Death  comes  !  I  give  the  law  I 
To  rob  from  death,  I  render  up  the  war  ! 
Extinguish — strike  the  flag ! — We  fill  the  grave  !      1290 
Strike — strike — or  nothing  will  have  power  to  save  f " 
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Were  the  last  phial  of  angry  heaven  pour'd  forth, 
Surcharged  with  pestilence  to  kill  the  earth  ; 
Or  were  the  sun  from  his  firm  axle  hurl'd 
To  blaze  the  universe  from  world  to  world  ; 
Were  steadfast  nature  from  her  throne  to  bound 
And  mix  with  chaos  in  the  depths  profound, 
Not  to  the  soul  could  greater  pause  be  given — 
Each  heart  ceas'd  beating,  to  the  centre  riven  ! 

Columbia  weeps.   Tears  of  hot  blood  flow  round,  1300 
Cries  of  death  vengeance  echo  from  the  ground. 
The  warriours  break  their  swords;  gnash,  grind  their  teeth ; 
Frenzied  with  wrath,  they  stamp  the  dust  beneath. 
Hell  echoes  with  a  shout  in  concert  high, 
To  see  the  banner  fall  of  Liberty  ! 

Slow  as  the  Patriots  from  the  height  recede. 
They  feel  their  hearts  with  treachery's  spear  to  bleed. 
At  the  last  turn  of  the  far-winding  shore, 
That  shows  the  village,  tliey  must  see  no  more  ;        1 309 
Where  proud  their  names  they  might  have  plac'd  in  years. 
Gazing,  they  look — and  linger  in  their  tears. 
To  them  the  sun,  though  pleasant  with  his  light. 
Seems  muffled  dark  in  death's  deep  pall  of  night. 
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CANTO  V. 

Where  the  Potomack  glides  o'er  crystal  sands 
To  wed  the  sea,  Columbia's  City  stands. 
Freedom's  Defender,  when  he  dwelt  on  earth, 
Its  limits  circumscrib'd,  and  gave  it  birth  ; 
And,  to  exalt  its  character  to  fame, 
Generous  bequeath'd  it  his  immortal  name. 

An  hundred  streams  from  Alleghany's  height, 
Like  friendship,  in  one  bosom  here  unite, 
And  seem  reluctant  to  forsake  the  beach, 
This  truth  sublime  impressively  to  teach —  10 

That  States,  in  sisterhood,  serene  will  glide, 
Smooth  like  a  river,  till  it  meets  the  tide 
Of  the  full  ocean  of  eternity — 
When  Nations,  bless'd,  shall  hail  from  bondage  free, 
The  born  of  Virtue,  heaven-ey'd  Liberty. 

To  cause  the  prospect  of  the  stream  to  smile, 
Potomack  bears  upon  its  breast  an  isle, 
Adorn'd  with  bowers  and  cultivated  fields, 
From  which,  in  autumn,  yellow  harvest  yields 
Gold  to  the  swain,  more  bounteous  and  divine,  20 

^  Than  all  the  riches  of  Potosi's  mine  ; 
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The  sugar  clover  for  the  honey  bee  ; 
The  happy  flocks,  disporting  merrily  ; 
The  songs  of  mocking  birds  ;  the  gentle  kine, 
Returnmg  homeward  at  the  sun's  decline  ; 
The  floating  shadows  of  a  mellow  even, 
Conspire  to  make  it  like  a  spot  in  heaven. 

The  streets  converging  to  the  centre  run, 
And  at  the  capitol  unite  in  one, 

Ever  reflecting  to  the  nation's  eye,  30 

The  holy  symbol  of  its  unity  : 

Like  the  live  veins,  which,  from  each  distant  part. 
Bring  back  the  blood  to  vitalize  the  heart ; 
The  heart,  in  turn,  refines  it,  and  propels 
The  stream,  replenished  to  remotest  cells  : 
By  which  mysterious  round,  the  finest  vein, — 
The  hair-thread  nerves, — the  reason-working  brain, — 
The  limbs, — the  head, — the  cunning  hands, — the  feet. 
Are  held  in  life  harmonious  and  complete. 

And  farther  to  cement  the  whole  in  one,  40 

To  them  these  names  were  given  by  Washington, 
Who,  in  their  virtue,  had  majestick  stood. 
And  for  their  country  shed  their  dearest  blood. 
Yea,  at  a  time  when  Liberty  had  flown. 
And  iron  tyrants  rul'd  the  earth  alone  : 

Then,  Massachusetts  !   then,  how  great  wert  thou  ! 
A  star  of  honour  shone  upon  thy  brow. 
Whose  beams  refulgent  lit  thy  sisters  forth 
To  do  such  deeds  as  glorified  the  earth. 

O  how  the  Muse  thy  virtues  past  would  sing  ;  50 

Thy  patriot  love  exalt  on  Fancy's  wing; 
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Publish  thy  character  to  nations  far, 

And  prove  it  brilliant  as  the  northern  star  ! 

But  thou,  with  Faction's  veil  hath  dimmM  thine  eye — 

Thine  ear  is  deaf  against  thy  children's  cry  ! 

Thy  heart,  once  tender  as  the  babes  in  heaven, 

Is  now  to  hardness  of  a  flint-rock  given  ; 

Yea  once, — Alas !   those  righteous  days  have  fled,— 

The  wreath  of  fame  hath  wilted  from  thy  head. 

Hark  !  hear  thy  mariner  with  anguish'd  tongue !         60 

He  for  protection  to  thy  knees  hath  clung  ! 

Behold  his  bride,  and  bosom  children  dear, 

Pleading  his  rescue  with  a  bitter  tear — 

0  mark  them  kneeling  at  thy  feet  full  low, 
Weeping  his  bondage  by  the  ocean  foe  ! 

Alas  !  unmov'd  art  thou  ! — or  deaf,  or  blind, 
Thou  spurn'st  them  back  ! — Base  gold  is  thy  mind  I 

But  once  a  time  there  was,  should  Albion  dare 
To  lay  a  finger  on  thy  children's  hair. 
In  arms,  avenging,  would'st  thou  rise  and  say  :  70 

"  Touch  not  my  offspring,  tyrant  of  the  sea  !" 

My  strength  grows  faint,  my  tongue  denies  to  speak,, 

1  feel  a  tear-drop  trickling  down  my  cheek, 
That  thou,  my  bosom  Parent  ! — holy  earth — 
Who  made  my  young  heart  dance  to  hear  thy  worth, 
Shouldst,  like  a  comet-star,  the  way  make  bright, 
Which  led  to  Liberty  with  Freedom's  light. 

Now  fall  and  lose  thy  brilliant  path  in  heaven, 
And  sink  to  darkness — dowa  to  chaos  driven  .' 

Then,  in  that  trial  of  the  soul  severe,  80 

Young  Hampshire  ro§e,  and  seiz'd  the  martial  spear- 
Id 
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From  fir-clothM  mountains  and  her  deep  defiles  ; 
From  woody  vales,  where  now  fair  Harvest  smiles, 
Issu'd  her  sons — Stark — Allen,  led  them  forth 
In  swarms,  dark-pouring  from  the  hardy  north. 

Connecticut,  with  Putnam,  bar'd  the  steel, 
The  cause  of  Liberty  with  blood  to  seal  ; 
Her  hoary  chief,  who  many  a  fight  had  seen, 
With  Warren  join'd,  to  win  the  laurel  green. 
And  do  that  deed,  which  brightens  as  the  spheres       90 
Cover  the  past  with  multitude  of  years. 
While  Bunker's  Height  shall  smile  upon  the  wave. 
And  spring-time  flowerets  bloom  on  Warren's  grave, 
From  heart  to  heart  shall  Putnam's  memory  spread, 
Till  the  last  friend  of  Liberty  is  dead. 

Though  small  in  compass  is  the  Island  State, 
Yet  in  those  days  her  character  was  great ; 
Green  was  a  host — an  army  to  her  name — 
The  second  chief  to  Washington  in  fame  ; 
With  time,  her  toils  for  Freedom  will  aspire,  100 

And  glow  and  kindle,  pure  as  vestal  fire. 

So  long  as  Saratoga's  plains  shall  bear 
The  harvest  rich  with  gold,  or  wild  flowers  rare. 
So  long,  O  York  !  shall  bards  thy  praise  swell  high. 
In  notes  sublime  as  ancient  poesy. 

Jersey  !  thy  streams  ran  purple  to  the  sea, 
Shedding  thy  blood  in  torrents  to  be  free. 
The  spoiling  foe  laid  thy  white  bosom  bare, 
But  for  thy  rescue,  Washington  was  there  ! 

Immortal  Penn  ! — O  consecrate  my  theme —         110 
My  fancy  brighten  with  a  transient  gleam 
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Of  that  celestial  burning  of  thy  mind, 

When  tyrants  strove  with  chains  thy  will  to  bind, 

That  my  rapt  soul  may  crowd  upon  my  tongue, 

To  sing  thy  virtue  in  the  pride  of  song  : 

Methinks  I  feel  it  glowing  in  my  strain, 

But  all  concentres  in  thy  deathless  Wayne  ! 

Sweet-smiling  Delaware  ! — the  ocean's  bride, 
Few  were  thy  offspring,  but  thy  soul  was  tried  ; 
Yea,  large  thy  soul,  and  strong  thy  pulse  beat  high,    120 
When  Independence  shouted  Liberty  ! 

Thy  sister  caught  the  all-inspiring  flame — 
Thy  deeds,  O  Mary  !    were  the  deeds  of  fame. 
Then,  thou  wert  honoured  for  the  brave  and  true, 
Which  scarce  express  thy  patriotism  due  ; 
FilPd  with  the  cause,  thy  virtues  tower'd  sublime, 
But  why  now  creep  in  dust  and  smile  on  Albion  clime  ? 

Ye  bright-ey'd  sisters  of  the  South  and  North  ! 
How,  in  that  day,  ye  stood  majestick  forth  ! 
Thy  Nash,  thy  Sumpter,  Morgan,  Marion  bold,         130 
On  fame's  proud  column,  place  eternal  hold. 
King's  Mountain,  Guilford,  and  the  Eutaw  Spring, 
Are  themes  exalted  for  the  bard  to  sing  ; 
Yea,  when  a  bard  of  Homer's  power  shall  rise, 
His  name  and  subject  to  eternalize. 
Laurens,  the  boast  of  that  immortal  age. 
Adorns  brave  history  and  the  Muse's  page. 
Nor  towers,  nor  dungeons,  manacles  of  steel. 
Could  damp  the  ardour  of  his  holy  zeal : 
But  when  thick  darkness  compass'd  hira  in  night,        140 
His  country  bleeding  in  unequal  fight, 
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Unshaken,  like  a  pillared  rock  he  stood, 
Breaking  the  billows  of  the  ocean's  flood. 
Sweet  at  his  birth  the  stars  more  bright  did  shine-— 
This,  Carolina  South,  this  honour'd  child  is  thine  ! 

Thy  fields,  O  Georgia  I  were  a  desert  waste — 
Thou  drank'st  of  bitterness  a  sickening  taste  ; 
A  taste  !  ah  no  :  a  heavy  draught  you  took, 
But  yet  thou  never,  inwardly,  forsook 
The  righteous  conflict : — darkened  for  a  time,  15© 

To  shine  more  brilliant  in  thine  orb  sublime  ! 

Unspotted  Virgin  of  Columbia's  train  ! 
And  shall  the  Muse  forget  to  sing  a  strain 
Due  to  thy  worth  i — Her  heart,  her  soul's  on  flame, 
Virginia  .'  but  to  hear  thy  patriot  name  ! 
No — never  hast  thou  join'd  with  harlots,  no — 
Chaste  is  thy  virtue  as  the  sifted  snow, 
Or  Hesper,  lovely  in  the  placid  even. 
Leading  with  pride  the  starry  host  of  heaven  ! 

O  what  a  contrast  with  thy  sister,  north —  160 

She,  who  once  match'd  thee  in  thy  spotless  worth  ! 
Her  Franklins,  Hancocks,  Warrens,  where  are  they  ? 
Alas  !   they  slumber  in  their  robes  of  clay  ! 
But  where's  the  hallow'd  influence  of  their  dust 
That  should  remain  ?  But  she,  begrim'd  with  rust. 
Perceives  it  not : — She  leagues  for  worthless  ore 
With  Britain — mistress  of  the  anchor'd  shore  ! 

But  say,  fair  Virgin, — O,  explain  the  cause — 
With  base  example — thus  to  hold  the  laws 
Of  blushing  virtue  !-^Yes,  I  see  thee  wave  170 

Thy  lily  hand,  in  mourning  o'er  their  grave ! 
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Enough  !  their  relicks  will  preserve  thee  pure, 
While  Monticello,  Vernon,  shall  endure  : 

These  names  of  States,  the  arbourM  streets  receive, 
That  to  the  mind,  impressive,  they  might  give 
This  sacred  truth  : — that  Unity  alone 
Secure  can  guard  the  nation  from  a  throne. 

Passing  these  avenues,  we  gain  the  square, 
Shaded  with  elms,  with  poplars,  locust,  rare, 
Where  in  the  centre  is  the  temple  seen,  180 

In  which  the  congregated  States  convene — 
Or  where,  as  now,  disaster  sinks  the  soul, 
By  Hull's  submitting  to  a  Brock's  control, 
The  President,  his  counsellors  of  state, 
Convokes — the  means  of  safety  to  debate. 

Its  marble  shows  the  beauty  of  the  sun — 
Nor  Greece,  nor  Rome,  its  workmanship  outdone. 
Corinthian  columns  proud  the  roof  uphold. 
Of  topaz  changeable,  and  emerald,  gold. 
Its  dome,  sublime,  exalts  its  towering  brow  190 

In  the  blue  heavens  above  the  clouds  of  snow. 
Which  in  fantastic  wreaths  around  it  play, 
Painted  exquisite  with  the  evening  ray  ; 
Or,  at  still  noon — the  zephyrs,  hush'd  to  rest, 
Delicious  slumber  on  its  curving  breast. 

The  arts  of  taste  within  the  hall  display 
Columbia's  genius  rising  into  day  : 

Large  on  the  left  is  nature  copied  boon, 
A  shepherd  piping  to  his  flocks  at  noon. 
While,  at  the  threshold  of  a  cottage  near,  200 

His  heart's  love  listens  with  delighted  ear. 
13* 
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A  brook  seems  murmuring  round  a  rock,  at  play. 

Then  on  a  ripple  glides  the  chaf'd-up  spray — 

And  now  it  stands  a  moveless  mirror  clear, 

In  which  are  seen  the  beauties  of  the  sphere. 

And  now,  an  alder  stooping  o'er  the  reef 

Of  mossy  rocks,  lets  fall  a  quivering  leaf, 

Which  on  its  sleeping  bosom  forms  a  blink, 

Whence  silver  rings,  unbroken  of  a  link. 

Gentle  expand,  till  check'd  by  either  shore,  210 

And  the  sweet  wave  is  placid  as  before. 

A  swain,  embrown'd  with  toil,  supports  a  plough 

On  its  rich  borders — oxen  moving  slow  ; 

At  distance,  birds,  on  timid  wing,  pursue 

The  worms  devouring  as  expos'd  to  view. 

Bordering  this  scene,  beneath  a  curtain'd  roof, 
A  loom  stands  loading  with  the  silver  woof; 
Swift  through  the  warp  the  shuttle  seems  to  fly, 
The  rosy  damsel  singing  merrily. 

And  after  this,  are  drawn,  in  various  parts,  220 

Impressive  copies  of  the  noblest  arts  ; 
With  waving  flags,  a  ship  is  on  the  glide 
Down  her  oil'd  ways,  her  bosom  in  the  tide. 
Before  the  axe,  the  gloomy  forest  bows  ; 
And  here  the  road  through  levelled  mountain  shows. 
Rivers  and  lakes  in  unity  are  seen, 
By  the  vast  labour  of  canals  between. 
And  last,  appears  the  spirit-breathing  press, 
The  world,  in  time,  with  Liberty  to  bless. 

In  different  forms  the  sculptured  arts  are  shown,     230 
Causing  the  things  of  life  to  leap  from  stone  : 
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The  goddess  Liberty  attracts  the  sight, 
A  cap  and  spear  supported  in  her  right ; 
Her  left  the  roll  of  charter'd  rights  is  given ; 
Her  eyes  seem  fashion'd  of  a  beam  from  heaven. 

Next,  with  his  foot  upon  a  crown,  appears 
Great  Washington,  who  wip'd  away  the  tears 
Which  stood  in  drops  and  dimm'd  Columbia's  eye, 
And  open'd  to  the  world  the  path  of  Liberty  ! 
Sage  Franklin  looks,  the  future  to  descry  ;  24© 

Heaven's  giant  lightnings  at  his  footstool  die. 
His  steady  virtue  nerv'd  his  country's  heart ; 
He  stood  a  shield  to  ward  the  tyrant's  dart. 

Now  lofty  paintings  interest  the  mind. 
By  Peal  and  Trumbull  pencil'd  and  designed  ; 
The  vital  colours  the  full  image  give, 
And  every  feature  seems  to  breathe  and  live  : 

Freedom's  Thermop3'lae,  renown'd  in  fame, 
Strikes  awful  on  the  view,  involv'd  in  flame. 
The  sword  of  Putnam  gleams  above  the  blast,  25© 

Half  hid,  half  seen,  with  blackness  overcast. 
Warren,  in  blood,  sinks  fainting  to  the  dust, 
His  soul  reluctant  to  resign  her  trust ; 
He  marks  the  Eagle  as  she  rides  on  fire. 
And  seems  to  say  :  In  glory  I  expire  ! 

The  next  is  Trenton,  that  sublimes  the  sight, 
Partial  illumin'd  by  the  half-born  light. 
The  circling  hills  look  bleak  with  pil'd-up  snow, 
Creation  round  stands  frozen  in  her  wo. 
The  wintry  scene  brings  chills  upon  the  inind,  260 

Which  thinks  it  hears  the  whistling  of  the  wind — 
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Turn  but  the  eye,  you  glance  upon  a  strife 
Of  withering  death-fire,  searching  Albion's  life. 

Then,  after  others,  York,  in  painting,  shines, 
As  proud  Cornwallis  renders  up  his  lines  ; 
Bowing,  obsequious,  with  his  heart  in  grief, 
Beneath  the  standard  of  th'  immortal  Chief; 
The  Eagle,  towering  in  her  pride  of  state, 
The  crouching  Lion  fetter'd  to  his  fate. 

Next  are  the  men,  who  Independence  spoke,  27^ 

And  dar'd  on  kings  to  cast  indignant  look  : 

First  of  the  group,  great  Jefferson  is  seen. 
Whose  eye  shows  wisdom — animate,  serene, 
Pondering  the  past  with  philosophick  lore, 
The  future  weighing  by  the  present  hour. 
His  dexter  hand  supports  the  roll  of  fame, 
Which  gives  his  memory  eternal  name  : 
He  spoke  the  word, — from  chains  Columbia  rose, 
And  shouted  Freedom  !  from  despotick  foes  ; 
Crowns  felt  a  mildew  ;  titles  shrunk  away  ;  280 

The  thrones  of  monarchs  totter'd  to  decay. 
To  him  the  name  of  patriot  will  be  given. 
While  virtue's  incense  shall  ascend  to  heaven. 

Then  Wythe  appears,  august  with  reverend  age, 
Who,  next  to  Franklin,  was  Columbia's  sage  ; 
Sublime  he  labour'd  in  the  glorious  cause. 
Friend  to  the  friendless  and  to  equal  laws. 

Hewes,  Heyward,  Rutledge,  Hopkinson,  and  Keith, 
Smith,  Walton,  Hooper, — bound  with  honour's  wreath  ; 
Lynch,  Wolcott,  Carroll,  Morris,*  Clymer,  Paca,       290 
Chase,  Morton,  Taylor,  Wilson,  Stockton,  Lee,t 
Hancock  co-equal,  and  an  EUery. 

*  Lewis  Morris,    t  Francis  Lightfoot  Lee,  and  Richard  Henry  Lee. 
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Hart,  Sherman,  Lewis,  Adams* — hallow'd  name  ! 

Long  with  a  Jefferson  to  be  the  theme 

Of  Freedom's  sacred  day  ! — Gerry,  and  Penn, 

Rush,  Morris,t  Harrison,  the  first  of  men. 

Jay,  Whipple,  Middleton,  born  to  achieve 

What  future  ages  doubtin»  will  believe. 

Gwinnet  and  Nelson,  Livingston  and  Ross, 

Who  bade  defiance  to  the  banner'd  Cross —  300 

Who  counted  all,  save  Liberty,  but  dross. 

Floyd,  Bartlett,  Rodney,  Huntington,  and  Read, 

Of  whom  no  trial  could  their  souls  exceed. 

Stone,  Braxton,  Witherspoon,  and  Adams,f  Clark, 

Bosoms  that  thrill'd  with  a  Promethean  spark ; 

Hopkins,  and  Williams,  Thornton,  Paine,§  and  Hall, 

W^ith  Liberty  to  stand,  with  Liberty  to  fall ! 

This  the  firm  band  that  first  the  gauntlet  hurPd, 
And  shouted  Freedom  !   through  a  tyrant  world. 

Now,  on  the  pinions  of  the  swiftest  gale,  310 

Was  borne  the  sad  disaster, — sickening  tale, 
Detroit,  in  Brock's  command  ! — At  Washington, 
Three  days  before,  had  told  how  Hull  had  won  ! 

Thus  a  young  bride,  expecting  from  the  sea 
Her  bosom's  joy,  counts  each  long  lagging  day 
With  aching  passion,  sighing  to  behold 
His  star-gemm'd  banner  in  the  clouds  unfold. 
A  gallant  vessel  in  the  port  arrives. 
And  speaks  of  his  approach  ! — the  sound  revives 
Her  failing  heart,  like  musick  of  the  bless'd,  320 

Charming  the  righteous  to  eternal  rest  ! 

*John  Adaiii3.  fRobert  Morris,  t  Samuel  Adams.  $  Robert  Treat  Paiaa 
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Three  days,  her  eyes  she  fixes  on  the  deep, 

To  see  the  heavens  delighted  with  the  ship. 

At  length,  where  sky  and  ocean  kissing  join, 

A  white  sail  breaks  the  elemental  line  ! 

"  This,  this  is  mine  !" — she  whispers  to  her  soul — 

My  lover  comes  to  make  my  bosom  whole  ! 

The  vessel  moors — the  light  yawl  leaps  to  shore — 

'^  What  tidings  of  my  love?"     "  Alas  !    no  more  ! 

His  bark  has  split  upon  a  rock  !"     Cold — deaf —       330 

Blanched  is  her  cheek — dead,  fainted  in  her  grief. 

So  when  the  city  mark'd  the  herald's  speed, 
Bearing  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  deed. 
She  thought  to  hear  the  former  pleasure  spoke, 
How  Hull  the  chains  of  royalty  had  broke  ; 
But  when  the  darkness  of  the  day  was  known, 
Like  the  fair  bride,  she  petrified  to  stone. 

But  when  th'  emotion  partially  was  o'er, 
Which  drove  the  blood,  by  freezing  every  pore. 
Back  to  the  heart,  the  President  of  state,  349 

And  patriots  chosen  to  divide  his  weight 
When  made  oppressive  by  a  load  of  care, 
Slow  in  silence  to  their  place  repair  f 
Far  in  the  capitol,  to  plan  anew, 
How  they  the  war,  in  future,  should  pursue. 
The  dastard  yielding  has  their  plans  made  void, 
And  all  the  prospect  of  a  peace  destroyed  : 
For  had  but  Hull  struck  Cauada  with  life, 
Britannia,  humbled,  had  renounced  the  strife  ; 
But  by  the  traitor  giving  her  success,  350 

Her  hopes  were  rais'd  Columbia  to  depress. 
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At  least,  to  make  the  boundary  of  the  north 
Ohio's  stream,  and  gain  her  fattest  earth. 

Now  was  the  honoured  pZace  of  Washington 
Fill'd,  by  the  people's  voice,  by  Madison  ; 
A  seat  far  more  exalted  than  a  throne, 
Or  ever  yet  to  haughty  monarchs  known  ; 
Lost  is  its  height  beyond  the  rank  of  king. 
Or  sultan,  eraperour,  or  such  titled  thing. 

In  vain  strove  Madison  his  grief  to  hide,  360 

B'or  slow  and  languid  flow'd  his  bosom's  tide. 
Which  pal'd  his  features  with  corroding  care, 
And  his  eye  show'd  a  deep  affliction  there. — 
A  glowing  virtue  his  affections  warm'd. 
His  soul,  historick  lore  and  science  charm'd. 
When  the  States,  loosen'd,  like  mad  comets  run, 
His  potent  reason  bound  them  into  One. 

Monroe,  deep-mark'd  with  many  an  honour'd  scar, 
Receiv'd  while  battling  in  the  righteous  war, 
Is  next  the  nation's  energies  to  wield,  370 

To  bend  the  foe  submissive  on  the  field. 
His  heart  is  honour's  breast-plate,  and  his  soul 
Feels  nothing,  save  one  feeling  for  the  whole. 

Dallas,  the  just — Columbia's  financier, 
Is  seated  on  the  right,  of  judgment  clear. 
At  the  dark  hour,  when  Liberty  arose. 
He  stood  the  shock,  and  brav'd  her  deadliest  foes. 

The  next  was  Hamilton,  whose  mental  powers 
Sink  not  depress'd,  when  wayward  fortune  lowers  ; 
Nor  does  success  in  furious  joy  arise,  380 

Steady  he  moves  as  Herschell  through  the  skies. 
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With  these  were  characters,  renown'd  the  first, 
To  whom  the  People  gave  th'  important  trust, 
When  Congress  rose,  to  guide  their  destinies, 
And  bring  their  strength  against  their  enemies  : 
Clay,  Lowndes,  and  Eustis,  Crawford,  Crowningshield. 
And  Dearborn,  once  the  terror  of  the  field. 
The  venerable  Macon,  long  rever'd 
For  simple  manners — to  the  land  endear'd. 
The  eagle-minded  Clinton — child  of  York,  390 

Whose  Newton-genius  planned  the  mighty  work 

That  weds  the  lake  of  Erie  with  the  sea, 

Labour  to  vie  with  eldest  history. 

Tompkins  with  honour  vindicates  the  cause, 

And  to  maintain  it,  strong  his  falchion  draws. 

Calhoun,  with  power  of  eloquence  endued, 

Oft  rais'd  his  voice  against  th'  unfeeling  brood 

Of  Albion's  voyagers,  who  to  slavery  bent 

The  free,  upon  the  watery  element. 

Of  generous  Bayard,  the  boast  of  Delaware,  400 

His  country's  fame  absorb'd  his  every  care  ; 

Though  that  his  voice  dissented  from  the  war, 

Yet,  when  declared,  'twas  then  the  nation's  law  ; 

That  law  was  his,  he  bound  it  to  his  heart. 

And  urg'd  the  means  to  whet  the  warriour's  dart. 
Adams,  the  younger,  worthy  proves  his  name 

Of  sire*  and  uncle  t  first  who  lit  the  flame 

On  Freedom's  altar,  never  to  expire, 

So  long  as  wisdom  feeds  the  holy  fire  ; 

The  flame  will  burn,  while  Adams  shall  survive,        410 

Or  Jefferson  in  memory  shall  live. 

*  John  Adams.  f  Samuel  Adams. 
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These  honoured  names,  and  others,  at  the  call, 
Convene  in  council  at  the  nation's  hall. 
Each  in  his  place,  the  President  began, 
While  aching  passions  through  his  bosom  ran  : 

"  Alas,  how  darken'd  is  this  troublous  day  ! 
Treason  hath  come,  and  snatch'd  our  hopes  away  ! 
1  thought  him  brave,  and  gave  him  the  command, 
(He  once  was  so,)  to  lead  our  chosen  band 
To  Victory's  summit  I  Hard,  how  hard  to  trace         420 
The  hateful  subject — blacken'd  with  disgrace  ! 
No  :  not  a  brass  he  open'd  on  the  foe, 
Whilst  every  pulse  beat  maddening  for  the  blow  ! 
The  theme  corroding  eats  upon  my  heart, 
Deep  at  the  core  of  life  I  feel  the  traitor's  dart ! 

"  But  this,  no  more.     We've  now  to  bend  our  eye, 
And  scan  the  prospect  of  futurity. 
The  nation  round  is  petrified  to  stone, 
'Tis  ours  to  rouse  them  to  the  combat  on. 
The  West  is  tumult,  waiting  for  the  word  430 

To  wipe  away  the  stain  with  keener  sword. 

*'  Forth  must  a  navy  glide  on  Erie's  flood 
To  guard  our  borders  from  the  savage  blood. 
The  bosom  of  Ontario  and  Champlain 
Must  the  star-banner  brilliantly  maintain. 

"  Perry,  to  rule  on  Erie,  I'd  propose ; 
Macdonough,  on  Champlain,  his  strength  disclose  ; 
The  veteran  Chauncy,  through  Ontario's  waves, 
To  bear  our  brass,  whose  thunders  talk  of  graves. 
The  army  of  the  north  transfer  to  Brown  ;  440 

Well  do  his  virtues  merit  the  renown. 
14 
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Let  Shelby,  Harrison,  command  the  west ; 
Invite  the  aged  chief  to  wake  from  rest  ; 
His  blade,  long  sleeping  in  its  quiet  sheath, 
Since  that  it  labour'd  in  the  work  of  death 
At  Carolina's  Mountain,*  where  he  press'd 
The  guarded  foe,  and  bow'd  the  Lion's  crest. 

"  Had  Hull  his  arm  but  rais'd  against  the  Crown, 
The  blow  decisive  would  have  wrench'd  it  down  ! 
What  streams  of  blood  for  this  must  now  be  shed,     450 
What  reckless  slaughter  load  the  field  with  dead  ! 
Alas  !   this  treason,  how  it  swells  the  flames, 
Yet  those  who  die  will  gain  undying  names." 

His  tongue  denies  him  more  ;  his  bosom  sighs; 
His  passions,  labouring  there,  hard  struggle  in  his  eyes  : 
Grief,  anger,  and  contempt,  by  turns  appear. 
And  show  him  wounded  with  a  treacherous  spear. 

Monroe  begins,  with  voice,  and  gesture  mild, 
Though  throbb'd  his  heart  with  palpitation  wild  : 

"  Depressing  is  the  loss.     And  sad  I  know,  460 

Thy  bosom  feels  sharp  anguish  at  the  blow  ; 
The  man,  elected  to  conduct  the  state 
In  scenes  adverse,  endures  unequal  weight ; 
For  every  eye,  throughout  the  nation  whole, 
Looks  up  to  him,  as  the  Republick's  soul  ; 
In  limes  of  peace  to  curb  licentious  wrong. 
The  arts  to  cherish,  and  instruct  the  young ; 
In  times  portentous,  as  the  present  war, 
To  stand  unshaken  as  the  polar  star. 

Though  sad  events  our  heart-strings  bleeding  tear,  470 
Yet  should  no  tameness  lurk  insidious  there. 

*  King's  Mountain, 
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Though  many  a  patriot  is  in  dungeons  pressed, 
Soon  we'll  redeem  them  to  their  country  bless'd. 
Yes,  these  can  we  exchange — but  think  of  those 
Who  sought  to  break  the  shackles  of  their  foes  ! 
Recaptur'd,  manacled,  compell'd  to  turn, 
And  clasp  with  agony  a  stranghng  urn. 
There's  respite  none,  for  those  who  dare  desire 
The  mountain  breath  of  Freedom  to  inspire. 

"  Albion  !   alas  !   how  cruel  is  thy  power  !  480 

To  smite  thy  sins  the  heavens  will  blackness  lower  ! 
The  blood  of  Virtue  cries  from  graves  beneath, 
To  pour  upon  thy  head  the  phial  charged  with  death  \ 
Erin,  enslaved,  our  sons  on  ocean  pressed — 
Our  infants  butchered  on  their  parent's  breast, 
Cry  to  the  heavens  for  retributive  wrath, 
The  iron  hardness  of  thy  soul  to  scath. 

"  Miller,  by  this,  is  deep  in  dungeon  laid, 
Far  at  Quebeck — his  deeds  of  valour  made 
The  cruel  sportings  of  th'  upbraiding  tongue  ;  490 

But  when  his  chains  shall  fall,  like  Samson  strong, 
He'll  strike  their  bosoms  with  avenging  steel. 
And  cause  the  pillars  of  the  throne  to  reel. 

"  The  theme  no  more. — Move  must  our  armies  forth 
To  guard  the  nation  on  the  west  and  north. 
Yes,  let  Ohio  with  Kentucky  join, 
Albion  to  brave,  where  savage  men  combine. 
To  venerable  Shelby  give  command, 
Submit  the  army  to  his  guiding  hand. 
The  wilderness  will  shudder  at  his  name,  500 

King's  Mountain  hero  will  the  wildmen  tame. 
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"  Thy  plans  of  warfare  on  the  borders  round, 
Seem  mark'd  with  judgment  to  maintain  the  ground. 
Macdonough,  Perry,  will  the  lakes  defend, 
And  Brown  will  cause  the  Lion  to  descend. 

**  I  Jackson  would  empower,  Orleans  to  guard, 
And  press  the  savage  to  the  cold  earth  hard. 
Alas  !    what  murder  to  employ  their  force  ! 
But  he  will  be  as  lightning  in  their  course. 
The  hoary  Strieker  will  defend  the  shore,  510 

Should  the  proud  foe  invade  at  Baltimore. 

"  Now,  worthy  Dallas,  you'll  to  us  make  known, 
AVhat  wealth  is  ours  to  war  against  the  throne." 

Monroe  was  silent.     Thus  the  financier  : 
"  Respecting  means,  there's  not  a  cast  of  fear. 
Cheerful  the  People  bear  their  treasures  forth, 
Their  armies  to  sustain,  of  patriot  worth. 
Though  truth  it  is,  a  faction  at  the  east 
Encourage  anarchy,  their  birth  disgraced  ! 
y^a,  they  support  the  enemy  with  gold,  520 

Whilst  from  the  State  their  succour  they  withhold  ! 
I  thought  their  darkness  was  a  partial  night ; 
That  soon  their  eyes  would  open  to  the  light, 
And  see  and  feel  the  dangers  of  their  feud, 
And  hold  to  Union  for  the  publick  good  ; 
But  now  I  fear,  such  films  eclipse  their  eyes, 
They'll  never  see,  till  lost  their  Liberties  ! 

"  Yet  we  for  present  need  are  well  supplied  ; 
In  this  should  every  heart  feel  satisfied  ; 
Whatever  plan  the  President  pursues,  530 

The  means  are  ample  to  maintain  his  views, 
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Till  the  next  Congress  shall  these  halls  make  full, 
And  guard  more  large  against  defeat  of  Hull." 

Fast  on  his  lips  the  statesmen  bent  to  hear 
His  vala'd  accents  with  attentive  ear  ; 
Since  without  wealth,  war  is  a  name  that^s  weak, 
Yea,  like  a  lamb,  when  led  to  slaughter,  meek. 
And  now  the  writer*  for  the  navy  rose, 
And  thus  abrupt  expressed  his  patriot  woes  : 

"  From  what  proud  orbit  hath  our  sister  fell !         540 
It  cramps  my  bosom  but  her  deeds  to  tell ; 
Lo,  for  a  pittance  on  the  China  plant, 
She  rent  a  throi>e,  and  flam'd  a  continent  ! 
But  note,  while  thousands  of  her  children  mourn. 
Impress^  by  Albion,  never  to  return  ; 
While  hundreds  torn  with  whips  and  starvings  die 
Without  the  blessing  of  a  parent's  sigh  ; 
No  sister,  brother,  child,  or  friend,  or  wife, 
To  shed  one  tear  as  they  depart  from  life  ; 
But  every  groan  is  answer'd  with  a  scoff,  550 

And  every  boast  of  Freedom  is  a  laugh  ! 
Yet,  while  her  offspring  drag  out  life  distressed, 
She  hugs  the  murderer  to  her  monster  breast ! 
Nothing  she  feels  :  all  worth  from  lier  is  driven, 
To  mark  her  deeds  her  patriots  blush  in  heaven. 

*^  O  Luxury,  thou  tyrant  of  the  soul  I 
How  few  have  power  to  ward  thy  fell  control  ! 
Rome,  Greece,  and  Asia,  sunk  beneath  thy  sway. 
And  through  Columbia,  slow  I  mark  thy  way. 
Yes,  in  the  centre  of  the  nation  here,  560 

Where  simple  nature  ever  should  appear 
*  Secretarj'. 
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To  spread  its  wholesome  influence  through  the  State, 

We  ape  the  manners  of  the  kingly  great ! 

See  trifles  glitter  round  of  every  sort, 

And  crowded  levees,  like  a  monarch's  court ! 

Here  smiles  are  sought  and  purchas'd — worthless  trade! 

And  here  men  simper,  like  a  love-sick  maid  ! 

"  Let  man  be  man  !  break  ofl"  this  slavish  chain  ! 

Prove  to  the  world  Columbia  will  maintain 

Her  Independence,  till  the  lamp  of  day  570 

Shall  turn  to  blood,  and  nature  melt  away  ! 

"  My  thoughts  have  borne  me  from  my  theme  afar, 

To  place  our  strength  in  attitude  of  war. 
"  Shelby  has  prov'd  a  veteran,  bold  to  plan 

And  execute  — the  foremost  in  the  van. 

When  banded  armies  in  their  wrath  engage. 

With  bosom  calm  he  guides  their  maddening  rage. 

What  though  the  nation  is  with  gloom  o'ercast. 
These  warriours  nam'd,  will  brighten  all  at  last. 

"  And  now,  our  infant  navy  is  prepared,  580 

To  give  to  Britain  merited  reward. 
Our  seamen  burn  impatient  in  the  cause, 
T'  avenge  their  wrongs  and  violated  laws  : 
At  dawn,  the  Hornet  in  her  beauty  sails, 
Should  heaven  propitious  breathe  the  favouring  gales. 
Lawrence,  with  Preble  noted  for  the  brave. 
Will  guide  the  war-ship  tilting  o'er  the  wave. 
Porter  already  bounds  upon  the  sea. 
The  Essex  bears  him  to  proud  destiny  ; 
His  heart  is  flame  the  battle  to  provoke,  590 

His  soul's  unbending  as  the  mountain  oak. 
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"  Hope  warms  my  bosom  with  a  beam  of  light 
Our  fleet  will  make  the  breast  of  ocean  briglit  ; 
That  Diddles,  Truxtons,  Littles,  will  arise 
To  bear  our  Eagles  to  remotest  skies  ; 
And  future  Greens  and  Morgans  will  appear. 
To  lead  through  death  our  arms  to  victory's  sphere." 

Thus  Hamilton.     And  IMadison  rejoins, 
On  sliding  luxury,  he  thus  refines  :  599 

*'  Just  are  thy  words,  and  mark'd  with  reason's  stamp, 
AVhich  proves  thy  mind  enlightcnM  with  the  lamp. 
That  burns  with  wisdom's  oil.     iMy  soul's  in  pain 
To  scan  the  causes  of  Columbia's  bane. 

"  Luxury  hath  ever,  ever  prov'd  the  rock, 
On  which  Republicks  in  their  voyage  have  broke. 
Mankind,  unalter'd,  ever  are  the  same, 
Hence  the  like  passions  set  their  souls  on  flame  ; 
The  causes  now  which  act  upon  the  mind 
Effect  the  same  as  years  revolv'd  behind  ; 
In  modern  days,  as  in  the  times  of  yore,  6lO 

We  yitld  insensible  to  luxury's  power  ; 
'Tis  like  the  serpent,  in  those  happy  bowers. 
Where  Eve  stood  blushing  mid  celestial  flowers, 
Winding,  half  seen,  insinuating,  sly. 
Rustling  the  leaves  t'  engage  her  lovely  eye  : 
The  first  of  women  hears,  she  looks  : — behold  ! 
She  spies  the  burning  serpent  dropp'd  with  gold  ! 
Artful,  at  times,  he  glides  a  fiery  train  ; 
At  times,  he  seems  a  rainbow  on  the  ])lain  ; 
Bright  and  more  bright  his  varying  colour  shines ;      620 
Charm'd  and  more  charm'd  the  bride  of  heaven  inclines. 
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At  length  more  bold  he  shows  himself  to  view, 
Her  tender  feet  intuitive  pursue. 
He  charms  her  onward  with  his  sugar  breath, 
And  while  he  charms,  he  lures  her  to  her  death. 

^'  So  luxury  bears  our  sliding  minds  astray, 
Till,  imperceptible,  we  melt  away. 
Our  actions  we  must  guard  with  jealous  eye, 
Or  farewell.  Virtue  !  Farewell,  Libert}' ! 
Merit,  in  want,  is  left  to  pine  alone,  630 

Unnotic'd,  hiss'd  at,  darken'd  and  unknown. 
What  would  become  of  Cincinnatus  now, 
Were  he  engaged  at  the  domestick  plough  ? 
Revil'd  and  spit  upon,  unless  he  shone, 
Deck'd  iu  vain  luxury  with  golden  zone  ! 
These  times  must  alter,  or  our  country's  down. 
She  kneels  in  slavery  to  a  tyrant  crown. 

"  Ere  that  day  comes,  may  this  grey  head  be  cold. 
Buried,  commingled  with  its  native  mould. 
My  children  slumbering  on  their  parent's  breast,        640 
Their  eyes  deep-seal'd  in  everlasting  rest." 

With  crowded  bosom,  half  in  tears,  he  signs 
For  Shelby  to  command  the  western  lines. 
With  heart  in  throb  he  casts  an  eye  to  heaven. 
That  to  his  arm  the  victory  might  be  given. 
In  part,  the  Deity  of  prayer  approved. 
To  aid  the  veteran  warriour,  much  belov'd. 

This  done,  to  others  he  affix'd  his  name, 
The  born  of  Freedom  to  exalt  their  fame. 
Pike,  Brown,  and  Jackson,  Ripley,  Gaines,  and  Scott,  650 
Nor  from  his  mind  was  Macomb's  name  forgot. 
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Smith,  Strieker,  Johnson,  venerable  Adair, 
Neal,  the  bold  youth,  and  Croghan,  passing  fair. 

These  names  Monroe  from  Madison  receiv'd, 
Swift  to  despatch  them  where  the  patriots  liv'd, 
That  they  might  instant  to  their  post  repair, 
And  put  to  trial  what  their  virtues  were. 

To  Hamilton,  these  worthies  are  consign'd, 
To  rule  the  navy  with  triumphant  mind  ; 
To  guide,  through  ocean's  deep,  their  trackless  way,  660 
Or  on  the  lakes  that  drink  the  western  ray  : 
Macdonough,  Perry,  Biddie,  Rodgers,  brave, 
To  bear  Columbia's  thunder  on  the  wave  ; 
Hull,  Bainbridge,  Stewart,  Jones,  and  Worthington, 
Who  know  the  art  to  chase,  but  not  to  run  ; 
Decatur,  Blakeley,  Burroughs,  valiant  all, 
To  search  the  foe,  and  cause  his  flag  to  fall. 

This  done,  he  thus  concludes :  "  We  strong  shall  prove, 
While  such  illustrious  names  united  move. 
These,  by  a  favouring  heaven,  the  land  will  save,       670 
And  bring  to  bow  the  tyrant  of  the  wave  ; 
And  to  the  nations  publish  that  the  sea 
Is,  as  the  element  of  nature,  free  ! 

^'  We  yet  shall  rise,  correct  our  errours  past, 
And  virtuous  Freedom  will  return  at  last. 
Discord  will  die,  and,  lock'd  in  Union's  chain, 
Sublim'd,  eternal  will  the  States  remain  !" 

AVhen  thus  concluding  had  the  statesman  spoke, 
The  august  senators  from  council  broke. 
The  sun  had  set ;  the  stars  began  to  show,  680 

As  homeward  they  withdrew,  pausing  their  footsteps  slow. 
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Now  where  th'  immeasurable  ocean  rolls 

His  restless  billows  to  the  stormy  poles, 

From  thence,  rude  whirlwinds  seizing,  dash  them  forth, 

Scaling  the  heavens,  mad  breaking  on  the  earth, 

Where  the  wild  elements  in  fury  play, 

The  poet  ventures  his  unequal  lay. 

Spirit  of  Ocean  ! — raise  the  poet's  mind 
To  ride  upon  thy  storms — loose — unconfin'd  ! 
Let  him  not  sink  oblivious  in  the  deep — 
But  let  his  pinions  o'er  thy  wildness  sweep.  10 

He  feels  his  strength  unequal  to  the  theme. 
But  O,  illumine  with  a  lightning  gleam 
The  midnight  of  his  soul !  Stretch  broad  his  wings, 
New-fledg'd,  to  mount  high-soaring  as  he  sings. 

Where  rapid  Charles*  completes  his  devious  way, 

Boston  with  beauty  rises  from  the  sea ^ 

***####♦ 
What  means  this  pause— this  grief?  What  icy  chills 
Pass  through  my  curdling  blood  !  What  pressure  fills 
"  Charier  RivBr. 
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And  crowds  my  bursting  heart !  Why  doth  my  soul 
Rush  to  my  eyes  and  cause  my  tears  to  roll  ?  20 

0  Boston  !   it  is  thou,  delicious  earth, 
Fair  Queen  of  cities,  giver  of  my  birth  ! 
'Tisthy  dear  name  that  drowns  my  soul  in  tears, 
And  brings  to  memory  days  of  long-past  years  ; 
The  sweets,  the  bitterness  of  every  scene, 

And  makes  me  shiver  with  reflections  keen. 

From  thee,  reluctant,  have  I  roam'd  afar, 

And  led  my  wanderings  by  the  western  Star. 

Deceitful  Star  !  thou'st  lur'd  me  to  ray  doom  ; 

Hive  on  charity — no  blessedness  of  home  !  30 

1  bound  my  elder  brother  to  my  breast, 

Clasped  his  warm  hand,  with  speechless  grief  oppress'd  ; 

Our  swollen  eyes  with  deep  emotion  met, 

The  glance,  O  never  will  my  soul  forget  ! 

Our  left,  upon  our  stooping  foreheads  kept  ; 

Our  right  hands  lock'd  ;  we  turn'd  ;  in  silence  wept ; 

The  tears  gush'd  faster.     How,  I  cannot  tell. 

Our  grasp  was  loosed.     No  utterance  bade  farewell ! 

He  was  a  brother  to  my  bosom  dear. 
Where  dwells  he  now  ?  The  question  starts  a  tear.       40 

Ask  the  cold  grave. 

My  soul,  indulge  ihy  grief, 
Its  hallow'd  tears  will  minister  relief! 

Though  born  in  poverty's  bleak,  shivering  storm — 
Felt  the  sharp  pangs  of  hunger's  gnawing  worm  ; 
Yet  still,  O  still  a  mother's  smile  was  mine, 
To  soothe  my  soul  with  tenderness  divine  ! 
Oft  hath  she  given  the  last  poor  remnant  crumb, 
While  her  moist  eye  would  smiling  bid  me  come, 
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Rich  like  the  bow  upon  the  cloud  of  even, 

Giving  large  promise  of  sweet  hope  from  heaven.        50 

She,  her  own  pangs  of  hunger  would  suppress, 

And  look  like  gladness,  while  she  felt  distress. 

But  should  I  then,  with  want,  complaining  cry, 

A  tear  would  start  and  trickle  from  her  eye  ! 

My  heart !  burst,  break  and  die  !  alas  !    control 
Who  can  abide,  when  anguish  tears  the  soul  ! 

Maternal  Shade  !  thy  tears  shall  stream  no  more, 
Basking  in  light  on  heaven's  luxurious  shore  ! 

But  O,  on  earth  deign  not  thine  eye  to  bear, 
Or  thou  might'st  weep  to  see  me  in  despair ;  60 

Yea,  thou  might'st  weep  to  see  th'  oppressing  weight, 
That  bends  me  down  to  unrelenting  fate. 

Yet,  O  my  mother  !  mid  this  wretchedness, 
One  joy  is  mine  to  lighten  my  distress  ; 
Her  soul  is  like  thee — O,  the  very  same, 
For  she  can  make  despair  itself  grow  tame. 
Oft  in  the  rack  of  misery  I've  said  : 
"  When  shall  I  steep  my  sorrows  with  the  dead  ?" 
Placid  she'd  come,  and  lean  upon  my  breast, 
And  smile  so  sweet,  'twould  soothe  my  grief  to  rest !   70 

Yes,  my  Eliza  hath  a  form  like  thine — 
She,  (thou  art  absent)  is  the  all  of  mine. 
O  grace  her  with  thy  charms,  whilst  here  thou  mov'd, 
Virtue's  bright  ornament — by  all  belov'd  ! 
Teach  her  with  truth  to  imitate  thy  deeds — 
To  trace  the  path,  where  thy  bless'd  radiance  leads  j 
Then  let  misfortunes  frown,  with  her  I'll  soar. 
And  smile  serene,  when  billows  round  me  roar. 
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Far  from  her  theme  my  wandering  Muse  has  stray'd, 
To  weep  delicious  o'er  a  mother's  shade ;  80 

Such  holy  drops  what  heart  would  wish  to  dry — 
Pure  as  the  moisture  in  an  angel's  eye. 

'Tis  evening  now.     As  twilight  gleams  recede^ 
The  golden  lamps  on  oil  celestial  feed. 
High  in  the  arch  of  heaven,  the  crescent  star 
Brightens  her  horns — her  silver  beams  afar 
Illume  the  waves,  that  silent  bathe  the  shores, 
The  rocking  vessels,  islands,  hills  and  towers. 

On  Boston's  moon-lit  wave  the  Hornet  rides, 
Turning  obsequious  to  the  changing  tides.  90 

Laden'd  with  life  and  all  the  means  of  death, 
Keady  to  spread  her  wings  on  heaven's  sweet  breath, 

At  York  had  Lawrence  left  his  bride  behind, 
To  trust  his  fortune  to  the  waves  and  wind. 
Two  happy  infants  smiled  upon  her  heart— 
The  care  of  whom  reliev'd  a  bitter  part 
Of  Lawrence,  absent  on  the  wide  waste  sea, 
Expos'd  to  tempests  and  the  enemy. 
Yet  would  a  truant  tear-drop  frequent  stroll 
Down  her  fair  cheek  expressive  of  her  soul.  100 

These  names  to  Lawrence  boar  inferior  rule, 
Bred  to  the  naval  art  in  Truxton's  school : 
Getz,  Shubrick,  Newton  fill'd  with  valour's  breath, 
To  war  unyielding  on  the  tide  of  death  ; 
Smoot,  Cooper,  Beorum,  Mayo,  Corner, — train'd 
To  wipe  away  the  blot  by  Albion  stain'd — 
Impressment ! — outrage,  madness  to  the  brain — - 
The  hardest  link  in  slavery's  cramping  chain  .'- 


CRUISE    OF    THE    HORNET.  l78 

Now,  in  smooth  dreams,  they  sleep  their  cares  away, 
Fresh  at  the  dawn  to  navigate  the  sea.  110 

Twice  every  hour,  the  watch-guard  speaks  all  well  ; 
Counts  the  live  stars,  that  round  the  moon  beams  dwell; 
The  echo  travels  through  the  air  profound 
O'er  the  still  wave  and  answering  shores  around. 

At  length  the  lamps,  that  lighten  heaven,  decay — 
Soft  in  a  dewy  mist  ascends  the  day  ; 
The  spires  of  holy  temples  catch  the  gleam, 
And  sweet  reflect  it  on  the  ocean  stream  : 
ThronVl  on  a  cloud  of  gold,  the  sun  peers  forth, 
And  light  and  life  come  dancing  o'er  the  earth.  120 

From  beds  of  flowers,  delicious  breezes  play, 
Inviting  to  the  main  the  ship  away. 
Lawrence,  at  dawn,  arose  with  brightening  look, 
Pip'd  hands  adeck — with  quickening  impulse  spoke  : 

*'  Behold  the  zephyrs  call  us  to  the  sea  ! 
Haste,  man  the  shrouds  !   th'  imbedded  anchors  weigh  ! 
In  southern  latitudes,  the  Stars  unroll, 
And  bind  the  ocean  tyrant  in  control. 
Now  dread  Impressment  cruelties  no  more—* 
Lo,  Albion  strikes  beneath  our  rising  power  !''  130 

The  heroes  caught  the  language  of  his  tongue, 
And  felt  their  bosoms  loosen'd  from  the  wrong 
Of  Britain,  slaving  on  th'  infranchis'd  sea. 
Their  brothers,  fathers,  chain'd  with  tyranny  : 

Like  them  did  Ulysses,  in  beggar  dress. 
Receive  the  insults  of  the  suitors'  race — 
Hiss'd,  spit  upon — assail'd  by  many  a  blow, 
Stooping  his  spirit  to  his  days  of  wo. 
15* 
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Yet  oft  he'd  cast  imioring  eye  to  heaven, 

To  learn  when  retribution  would  be  given.  140 

Lo,  while  depress'd  and  sinking  in  despair, 

Minerva  clove  the  element  of  air, 

Disguis'd  within  the  beauty  of  a  dove, 

Sent  to  reveal  the  purposes  of  Jove  : 

"  Behold,  I  bear  the  message  of  the  skies  ! 
Past  are  thy  griefs !  To  ample  vengeance  rise  !" 
He  heard  the  musick — forth  his  soul  took  fire, 
And  nought  but  thunder  could  suppress  his  ire  : 
So  when  brave  Lawrence  gave  the  word  to  weigh, 
That  now  was  come  the  retribution  day,  150 

The  seamen  drank  his  voice  and  thought  it  heaven. 
Such  glow  of  feeling  to  their  souls  was  given. 
Hinute  the  crew  each  circumstance  obey  ; 
The  flook  slow  rises  from  th'  adhesive  clay  ; 
A  part,  with  nimble  sinews,  climb  the  shrouds, 
And  spread  the  canvass  in  the  flying  clouds. 

Now,  in  her  loveliness,  the  vessel  sails, 
Her  wings  expanded  to  the  breathing  gales. 
Smooth  as  she  travels  to  the  eastern  sky, 
Hills,  shores,  and  islands,  seem  retiring  by.  l60 

No  bride  of  beauty  ever  stepp'd  more  gay. 
While  round  her  bosom  flies  the  glittering  spray. 
Pure  in  the  mist,  that  dances  from  below. 
The  sun  paints  rainbows,  curling  round  her  prow. 

As  when  a  shepherd  from  a  beetling  height, 
'Gainst  which  the  ocean  long  had  spent  its  might, 
Beholds  a  silver  cloud  through  ether  driven, 
Exquisite  painted  with  the  tints  of  heaven- 
He  gazes  on  its  charms  with  ravish'd  sight. 
Till  slow  it  vanishes  in  trembling  light :  170 
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With  equal  grace  the  gliding  ship  appears, 
Till  lost  through  distance  in  the  arching  spheres. 

The  same  time  Boston,  fronj  the  sailor's  eye, 
Receding  dwindles  in  the  far-blue  sky. 
Soon  all  is  dreaiy  emptiness  around, 
Save  the  vast  dome*"  that  reaches  heaven  profound. 
The  western  landscape  glimmering  on  his  view, 
He  waves  his  hand,  and  bids  his  hills  adieu. 

And  now  the  wilderness  of  waters  roll, 
Illimitable  deep — without  control ;  180 

The  vast  expanse  gives  freedom  lo  the  mind, 
To  breathe  full  life,  unshackled,  unconfin'd. 
The  sun,  high  centred,  pours  his  brilliant  shine, 
The  golden  key-stone  of  the  arch  divine. 

Fresh  blow  the  breezes  with  exertion  strong, 
And  dart  the  war-ship  through  the  waste  along. 
For  twice  six  days  the  billows  round  her  roar, 
But  on  the  next,  she  touches  Salvador. 
Lawrence  drops  anchor  at  the  strait — for  lo  ! 
He  marks  in  port  the  standard  of  the  foe.  190 

The  vessel  harbour'd  was  the  Citoyenne, 
Of  heavier  mettle  and  superior  ton, 
Waiting  the  favour  of  a  gale  to  weigh 
To  bear  her  freighted  wealth  to  Canada, 
To  be  delivered  into  Proctor's  hands — 
A  man  of  blood,  to  lead  the  savage  bands. 
And  to  allure  them  with  enticing  gain, 
To  scalp  the  weak  and  crash  the  infant's  brain. 

*  Ofthe  State  House, 
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The  silver-laden'd  bark  was  rui'd  by  Green, 
Whose  soul  f<4t  joy,  when  dim  the  stars  were  seen  ;    200 
But  now,  while  brilliant,  they  illum'd  the  cause, 
His  heart  tunvd  coward  to  provoke  the  wars. 
Oft  had  he  seiz'd  the  free  upon  the  wave, 
And  held  them  hard  to  service,  like  a  slave  : 
Like  iron  tyrants,  when  they  meet  their  foe, 
Prepar'd  to  deal  a  recompensing  blow. 
Shrivel  their  features  with  disorder  pale — 
Their  liverM  hearts  in  mean  submission  quail  : 

So  («reen,when  he  the  Eagle  vessel  saw, 
Felt  all  the  courage  of  his  heart  withdraw.  210 

But  Lawrence,  when  he  spied  the  foe  at  hand, 
With  cannon's  voice,  invited  him  from  land. 
But  this  serv'd  nothing  to  awake  his  blood  : 
Green's  ear  was  deaf  to  hear  him  on  the  flood. 

Still  Lawrence  inward  burnt  to  test  his  power, 
And  cause  the  Eagle  in  the  flames  to  tower. 
Or  let  her  sink  with  her  defenders  dead. 
And  thus  to  Cooper  his  intention  said  : 

Brave  son  of  ocean  !  forth  with  banner  go — 
And  bear  my  challenge  to  the  harbour'd  foe.  220 

Invite  him  ship  to  ship  in  dubious  fray, 
And  try  whose  ensign  shall  maintain  the  day. 
Whose  standard  waves,  he  bounteous  shall  impart 
Sweet  mercy,  incense  to  the  bleeding  heart.'' 

The  gallant  Cooper  with  the  message  flew, 
Waving  the  truce  upon  the  Albion's  view. 
The  bargemen  bending  as  they  strike  away, 
Quick  darts  the  light  yawl  tilting  in  the  bay. 
It  makes  the  vessel.     Cooper  boards. — In  brief, 
He  speaks  his  coming  to  the  English  chief:  280 
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"  Briton  !    I  bear  the  challenge  of  the  brave — 
Lawrence,  of  Hornet,  on  the  yonder  wave. 
Though  that  thy  bark  outbears  his  ship  in  power, 
From  war  he  shrinks  not,  at  the  present  hour. 
Whoe'er  the  victor  prove,  shall  mercy  show, 
And  soothe  the  vanquish'd  in  his  bleeding  wo." 

He  spoke  with  dignity.     The  boasting  Green 
Stands  pall'd  to  silence  with  a  changing  mien  ; 
But  soon  recovering,  with  proud  tongue  replies : 

"  Bear  him  this  answer  :  None  of  England  flies  !     240 
With  arm  unconquerable  we  rule  and  reign, 
And  bear  alone  the  trident  of  the  main  ! 

"  But  thou  hast  calPd  in  most  uofavour'd  hour, 
For  I  so  deep  am  with  Potosi's  ore, 
No  single  gun  upon  his  ship  would  bear, 
Hence  he,  at  present,  must  excuse  me  there. 
But  were  I  freed  of  this  unwelcome  freight, 
My  pride  would  be  to  close  with  his  invite." 

Contempt  flasli'd  sneeringly  from  Cooper's  eye — 
Gloomy  he  turn'd,  not  deigning  to  reply.  250 

The  light  yawl  leaping  through  the  water  flies 
Back  to  the  channel  where  the  Hornet  lies. 
With  nimble  feet,  he  sprung  where  Lawrence  stood, 
And  thus  declared  the  message  of  the  flood  : 

"  Behold  the  Briton  shuns  the  proffer'd  fight ; 
His  mean  excuse  is  gold  and  silver  freight ! 
But  by  his  stammering,  as  he  made  reply. 
And  white  and  red,  that  quivcr'd  round  his  eye, 
I  thought  him  frighten'd  willi  the  Hornet's  sting — 
Blanch'd  but  to  view  the  lightning  of  her  wing."        260 

Lawrence  made  answer  :  "  Ere  he  leaves  the  shore. 
We'll  give  him  time  to  disepibark  his  ore. 
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Mark  you  how  soon  they  doubt  their  boasted  powers, 

They  dread  the  Eagle  when  in  wrath  she  towers. 

How  soon  this  dastard  would  impress  us  all, 

Had  we,  as  once,  no  thunder  pois'd  with  ball, 

Ready  to  quicken  at  the  touch  of  fire. 

And  cause  these  ocean  prowlers  to  expire  ! 

But  now,  prepared  to  vindicate  our  right, 

They  pale,  they  shrink  to  meet  us  in  the  fight.  270 

"  Green,  we'll  imprison  here — nor  shall  he  go, 
Unless  he  gulphs  us  in  the  wave  below. 

"  Nor  night,  nor  day,  the  Eagle  winks  an  eye. 
Guarding  the  pass,  with  lover's  jealousy." 

His  purpose  is  obey'd.     His  watching  crew, 
With  burning  vision,  keep  the  foe  in  view. 
Oft  t'  allure  the  enemy  to  sea. 
The  Hornet  leaves  the  strait  at  liberty, 
And  winds,  eccentrick,  in  her  compass  round, 
But  not  beyond  the  reach  of  plummet's  sound.  280 

Green  thus  is  tempted  to  unfurl  his  sails ; 
But,  as  they  swell  before  the  ocean  gales. 
He  marks  the  Hornet,  bearing  down,  ahead, 
And  forth  retires  to  shun  the  conflict  dread. 

For  thirty  suns,  thus  Lawrence  made  it  vain 
For  Green  to  reach  the  circle  of  the  main. 

At  length,  upon  the  thirtieth  day,  at  even. 
The  sun  yet  lingering  in  the  west  of  heaven, 
In  the  far  south  a  heavy  sail  appears, 
Like  a  vast  cloud  slow  rolling  up  the  spheres  ;  290 

But  soon  the  vessel  gaining  on  the  view. 
She  proves  of  royal  name — the  Montague. 

Lawrence  a  moment  kens  her  with  his  glass. 
And  forth  these  orders  through  the  Hornet  pass  ; 
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"  Behold  a  three-tier'd  ihunder-ship  in  sight  ! 
Quick  spread  the  canvass  to  avoid  her  might  ! 
The  helm  bear  down,  and  make  the  port  at  hand, 
And  seek  protection  from  the  neutral  strand." 

Swift  as  sound  travels  was  the  mandate  done — 
Rapid  as  light,  before  the  wind  they  run  ;  300 

The  ship,  protected  in  the  harbour,  rides, 
As  the  stars  quiver  in  the  dancing  tides. 

Soon  a  thick  mist  conceals  the  ocean  far. 
And  shrouds  the  sparkle  of  each  trembling  star; 
A  solid  darkness  folds  the  wide  waste  round  ; 
A  deep  death  silence  locks  the  world  profound. 

A  thought  struck  Lawrence,  daring  in  his  soul, 
To  fly  the  harbour — gain  the  ocean's  roll. 
His  valour  scorn'd  the  fetters  of  blockade, 
And,  to  his  crew,  this  inspiration  said  :  310 

"  Sailors  !    how  beats  the  heart  ? — to  bend  the  knee — 
Debarr'd  the  circle  of  the  ocean  free  ? 
Lie  here,  perhaps,  for  months  without  our  fame — 
Sicken  and  die  of  fever's  wasting  flame  ? 
No  :  never  ! — take  advantage  of  the  night, 
Whilst  every  star  is  smother'd  of  its  light. 
And  run  the  foe  ! — Propitious  breezes  now 
Come  with  sweet  musick  from  the  mountain's  brow  ! 
Hide  every  taper  dark  ;   unbreathing,  still. 
Let  the  soft  gales  the  gib  and  foresail  fill.  320 

Thus  deep  imbosom'd  in  the  night  we'll  shun 
The  island  ship,  and  gain  a  healthier  sun." 

Their  every  vein  seem'd  flowing  as  with  fire 
To  do  the  deed — their  favourite  chief's  desire. 
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Without  a  souadj  tbe  anchor  is  upweigh'd — 
And  gib  and  foresail  to  the  breeze  display'd. 
Slow  moves  lire  vessel  by  the  mountain's  breath, 
While  all  is  darkened  as  the  grave  of  death. 

And  now,  on  board  the  Montague,  appear 
Her  taper  lights,  by  which  their  course  they  steer.     330 
Dim  in  their  view  they  mark  the  night-watch  stand, 
And  hear  his  voice  grum  echo  round  the  strand. 
Not  in  the  Hornet  is  a  whisper  said, 
She  travels  soft,  as  spirits  round  the  dead  ; 
Each  heart  throbs  wildly  with  hs  hope  and  fear, 
As  close  they  brush  the  monster  vessel  near. 

So  when  the  hunter  Boon,  in  days  of  yore, 
The  mountain  pass'd,  Kentucky  to  explore, 
Jealous  the  wildmen  traiPd  upon  his  path — 
Sudden  they  sprang,  andseiz'd  him  in  their  wrath.    340 
Cruel,  with  double  thongs  they  bound  him  tight. 
Stretched  on  the  cold  earth,  naked  to  the  night ; 
AVhen  day's  swift  courseis  shall  regain  the  east, 
Fix'd  they  resolve  upon  his  flesh  to  feast  ! 
Dreaming  of  blood,  they  compass  him  around, 
Sleeping  feet  inward — hatchets  on  the  ground, 
Ready  at  waking,  on  their  prey  to  seize 
And  do  such  deeds  as  make  the  bosom  freeze  ! 
But  sleep  is  not  to  Boon.     As  midnight  dews 
Chill  his  bare  breast,  he  plans  his  cords  to  loose  ;      350 
Slow,  soft  he  rises,  lest  the  Indians  wake, 
And  seize,  and  bind,  and  waste  him  at  the  stake. 
He  steps  with  feet  of  down,  and  even  fears 
1  he  beatings  of  his  heart  the  savage  hears  ! 
A  trembling  hope  runs  fearful  through  his  blood 
To  reach  his  safety  in  the  trackless  wood  : 
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Such  is  the  feeling  of  the  patriot  crew, 
As  close  the  Hornet  sweeps  the  Montague  ; 
At  times,  their  hearts  throb  wild — at  times,  at  rest, 
They  seem  a  weight  suspended  in  their  breast.  360 

At  length  they  gain  the  sea  !  Strange  joy  returns — 
With  glowing  transport,  every  fibre  burns. 
The  ship  leaps  on  new  pinions — breezes  rise — 
The  fire  of  ocean  kindles  as  she  flies. 
The  winds,  reviving,  dash  the  mists  away-*- 
The  moon,  the  stars  upon  the  waters  play, 
Like  infant  deities  in  golden  tires. 
Dancing  to  musick  of  the  heavenly  quires. 

Cheer'd  with  the  radiance  of  their  beams  divine, 
The  Hornet  cleaves  earth's  centre-halving  line.  370 

For  three  bright  days  she  holds  the  northern  course — 
Though  strong  the  gales,  not  turbulent  their  force  ; 
Visits  Pernambuco  ;  thence,  holds  her  Avay 
To  Cuba — round  the  shores  of  Florida. 
Afld  now,  with  gentle  zephyrs  smooth,  she  veers — 
And  soon  the  Peacock  in  full  dress  appears. 

Now  from  the  splendid  chambers  of  the  east. 
The  morning  rises,  blushing  o'er  the  waste 
Of  moving  ocean — wonderous  to  behold — 
Lining  the  bosom  of  the  deep  with  gold,  380 

Spangled  with  diamonds,  beautiful  as  heaven. 
When  the  first  brilliance  to  the  stars  was  given. 

Early  at  dawn,  the  Peacock,  in  her  pride, 
Beheld  the  Hornet  distant  on  the  tide  ; 
Loose-flying  in  the  clouds  her  streamers  shone, 
While  her  rich  plumes  gave  beauty  to  the  sun. 
16 
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This  Bird  in  flowing  robes  from  Albion  came, 
The  vision'd  Eagle  to  make  blind  with  flame  ; 
And  now  beholds  the  insect  Hornet  far, 
Her  wings  expanded  eager  for  the  war.  390 

Peak,  with  a  heart  so  hardened  on  the  sea, 
'Twould  frictive  wear  the  firmest  steel  away  ; 
Held  the  first  rule  by  virtue  of  the  throne — 
And  next  to  him,  emphatick,  was  a  Stone. 

These  boastings  grated  from  his  iron  throat, 
Compared  to  which,  the  midnight  screecher's  note 
Is  touching  musick,  bearing  ofi"  the  soul 
Beyond  the  anguish  of  this  mortal  dole  : 

"  Behold  that  saucy  insect  on  our  lee  ! 
A  blast  will  strike  her  to  eternity  !  400 

Whence  comes  this  rising  of  our  slaves  ?  a  race 
That  never  dar'd  to  look  us  in  the  face  ? 
For  years  we've  pressed  tlipra  to  defend  the  Crown, 
Nor  once  they  dar'd  resist  us  with  a  frown. 
Preposterous  ! — fight  Britannia,  who  controls 
Each  drop  of  water  that  the  ocean  rolls  ! 
Has  not  our  flag  borne  terrour  through  the  world  ?-^ 
And,  in  defiance,  are  their  Stars  unfurFd  ?" 

Sudden  he  paus'd  : — for  lo,  four  seamen  came — 
The  sons  of  Freedom,  touch'd  with  holy  flame  410 

To  mark  their  nation's  banner — Tompson,  West, 
And  Giles,  and  Bennett,  from  the  Hesper  press'd, 
Ten  bleeding  years  and  past  ! — Their  youthful  glow 
Is  faded  from  their  cheek — pale  blanch 'd  by  wo. 
Deep  in  their  eye,  a  cast  of  something  dwelt, 
AVhich  spoke  what  inward  they  severely  felt. 
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Their  country,  fathers,  brothers,  and  their  friends 

Had  often  pleaded  with  their  tyrant  fiends  ; 

But  they,  these  tyrants,  made  their  pleadings  vain, 

By  artful  them  transferring  round  the  main, —  420 

From  ship  to  ship, — a  never-ending  chase  ; 

Beyond  the  power  of  friendship  e'er  to  trace. 

When  thus  secur'd,  this  mockery  they'd  speak  : 

"  None  such  have  we  ; — but  through  the  vessel  seek  ; 
Them  gladly  we'll  release  !" 

Wasting  with  grief 
Their  mothers  pin'd  away-     In  sad  belief 
That  they  had  travelled  to  death's  dreary  bourn, 
Their  wives  the  dark  habiliments  had  worn. 
Their  children's  cries,  bereft  in  tender  age, 
Had  told  the  world  their  helpless  orphanage  f  430 

But  yet  they  liv'd,  if  breathing  is  to  live, 
Press'd  with  the  iron  weight  which  tyrants  give  ! 

Oft  had  they  been  in  sight  of  that  dear  earth, 
On  whose  soft  lap  they  found  their  happy  birth ; 
A  tide  of  tears  would  trickle  down  their  cheek, 
But  nothing  dare  they  of  their  sorrows  speak  ; 
For  when  that  they  their  right  to  Freedom  urg'd. 
With  damning  whips  their  hi»ly  flesh  was  scourg'd  ! 

When  they  their  nation's  flag  beheld  in  air. 
They  rose  the  deck  to  shun  the  brewing  war.  440 

Tompson  drew  near  the  stern  reproachful  Peak, 
And  thus,  what  honour  was,  began  to  speak  : 

"  liy  that  just  right  which  valiant  men  bestow, 
Wc  crave  indulgence  to  depart  below. 


184  FREDONIAD.      CANTO  VI. 

Behold  yon  flag,  that  floats  upon  the  breeze  ! 

War  must  decide  the  freedom  of  the  seas. 

Let  not  our  hands  the  blood  of  brothers  shed — 

Let  not  that  weight  descend  upon  our  head  ! 

The  deed,  unnatural,  would  echpse  yon  light, 

And  league  high  heaven  against  thee  in  the  fight  !'*    450 

"  Wherefore  is  this  ? — And  care  I  ought  for  heaven  f 
I  heaven  shrink  back  ;  from  hell  will  power  be  given  ! 
Slaves  !  are  ye  not  slaves  ? — Dare  ye  to  be  seen 
Here,  where  the  officers  of  Kings  convene  ? 
I  thought  the  boatswain  had  your  pride  subdu'd 
With  whips,  and  fetters,  and  the  want  of  food  ? 

"  No  more  ! — but  instant  to  your  place  repair, 
Or,  Stone,  advance,  and  cast  their  brains  in  air  !" 

Stone  shows  his  rocky  heart :  "^Brief  your  behest 
Shall  be  obeyM."     This  said,  at  Tompson's  breast     4G0 
He  plants  the  weapon  bent  ! — "  To  quarters  hie  ! 
Attend  the  summons  presently,  or  die  !" 

Tompson  stood  firm,  and  stripp'd  his  bosom  bare  : 
"  Here  lies  my  heart !     I'd  rather  death,  than  war  ! 

"  Your  whips,  your  fetters,  nor  the  want  of  food, 
Will  ever  tame  the  drops  of  Freedom's  blood  ! 
Cut  to  the  centre  of  the  life,  and  there 
You'll  find  the  drops  unalter'd  by  despair  ! 
No  :  never,  never  will  I  lift  this  hand 
Against  the  kindred  brothers  of  my  land  !  470 

Ye  murderers,  take  my  blood  ! — it  warm  shall  flow, 
Ere  that  I  strike  yon  Eagle  with  u  blow  ! 
High  heaven  will  pour  red  vengeance  for  my  blood — 
Yea  :  thou  wilt  fall  beneath  a  frowning  God  ! 
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A  righteous  spirit  on  the  wave  will  come 
Dread  to  pronounce  thy  deep,  thy  final  doom  ! 
Mark,  mark  my  words  ! — thy  tyrant  reign  is  done ! 
This  war's  the  setting  of  thy  naval  sun  !" 

During  this  speech,  Stone  often  made  assay 
To  spring  the  lock,  and  cast  his  life  away.  480 

Now  he'd  retire,  advance,  and  then  recede — 
Then  curse  his  heart  to  rush  and  do  the  deed. 
But  when  the  words  were  utter'd  :  "  setting  sun  P' 
It  caus'd  his  blood  so  violent  to  run, 
He  rais'd  the  weapon — flam'd  it  at  his  breast  ! 
The  Patriot,  smiling,  sunk  away  to  rest. 

As  some  proud  dome,  whose  summit  reaching  heaven, 
Parted  the  clouds  along  the  welkin  driven, — 
Bas'd  on  a  granite  rock,  unshook  by  time, — 
Long  it  defied  the  elements  sublime  ;  490 

A  ball  of  thunder,  bending  from  its  path, 
Roll'd  through  the  middle  heavens  with  reddening  wTath, 
And  struck  it,  enviouls  of  its  height  profound — 
It  fell,  majestick  in  its  ruins  round  : 

So  Tompson  fell  beneath  the  stroke  of  death — 
"  God  save  my  country  !"  was  his  latest  breath. 

The  three  remaining,  kindled  into  fire 
To  see  their  brother,  massacred,  expire  ; 
With  desperate  hand  they  rush'd  upon  the  foe 
With  whetted  dirks — defiance  on  their  brow  !  500 

Blood  smok'd  upon  their  steel !     The  tyrants'  cheek 
TurnM  pale  with  death's  approach ; — but  Stone  and  Peak. 
By  shrinking  backward,  sav'd  them  from  the  knife, 
Which  gleam'd  with  hot  impatience  for  their  life  ' 
16* 
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But  soon  the  crew  came  rushing  on  their  rear 
With  swords,  with  knives,  with  boarding-pilie  and  spear, 
And  gor'd  their  vitals  with  the  wounds  of  death — 
But  Bennett  thus,  as  he  resign'd  his  breath  : 

"  Dread  heaven  !  where  stay  thy  thunder-bolts  to  smite 
These  tyrants,  hell-inspir'd,  to  spectred  night  ?  510 

In  what  dark  chambers  are  thy  lightnings  staid  ? 
O  where  these  ministers  of  vengeance  laid  ? 

"  Alas  ! — the  pulses  of  my  life  are  run — 

Tyrants  !  this  war  thy  naval  power  is  done  !" 

######## 

When  each  was  slain,  Peak  rais'd  his  hideous  tongue — 
These  grating  accents  through  the  vessel  rung  : 

"  Thus  traitors  die  ! 

Now  show  a  trembling  world, 
An  English  standard  never  shall  be  furlM  ! 
Yon  Eagle,  buoyant  on  the  clouds,  shall  down — 
Her  conquer'd  crew  pray  mercy  of  the  crown  :  520 

But  mercy  none  have  we  ;  none,  none  for  them  ; 
Dowii  let  them  strangle  in  the  ocean's  stream  !" 

Monster  !  thy  boast  of  murder  is  in  vain — 
Fate  has  decreed  thy  period  on  the  main  ! 

The  Albion  crew,  with  shouting  triumph,  crowd 
The  swelling  sails  to  meet  with  Lawrence  proud. 

Now  when  the  Hornet  on  the  deep  sea  spied 
The  royal  Peacock  in  her  gorgeous  pride, 
The  breast  of  Lawrence  for  his  country  thrillM — 
A  ray  of  heaven  his  orbs  of  vision  fill'd  :  530 

As  when  a  youth,  in  Massachusetts  born, 
Rais'd  to  the  culture  of  the  tasselPd  corn, 
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Hears  of  the  land  of  promise  in  the  west, 

And  feels  a  stirring  passion  in  his  breast 

To  quit  his  rocky  hills  and  plains  of  sand, 

And  prove  the  fatness  of  Kentucky  land  ; 

With  tear-brimm'd  eye,  he  leaves  his  native  spot — 

Never — O  never  from  his  heart  forgot  ! 

Absence  will  make  its  sandy  plains  appear 

Like  powder'd  diamonds  to  his  memory  dear  ;  540 

And  the  rough  hills,  where  scarce  his  plough  could  pass, 

Will  bring  to  thought  the  bosom  of  his  lass, 

SwelPd  with  the  sighs  of  love  ! — He  travels  forth — 

Forsakes  his  all — the  kindred  of  his  birth. ' 

For  many  days  he  journies  weary  on, 

His  eye  at  evening  opposite  the  sun. 

At  length,  he  gains  the  mountains,  that  divide 

The  rivers  east,  from  Mississippi's  tide  ; 

With  heavy  feet  he  climbs  the  steep  path  slow, 

Where  thousand  springs  of  Junietia  flow.  550 

Hard  as  he  tugs  his  way  from  height  to  height. 

The  mount  becomes  more  barren  to  his  sight ; 

At  last  he  gains  the  steril  summit  bare, 

Forever  chill'd  with  winter's  blighting  air  ; 

The  cold  dead  soil  but  yields  the  bramble  thorn, 

With  here  and  there  a  widow'd  birch  forlorn  ; 

His  bosom  settles  lonesome  with  the  scene ; 

A  heavy  gloom  is  shadow'd  o'er  his  mien. 

But  lo,  he  gains  the  prospect  of  the  west  ! 

The  sight  unbounded  sublimates  his  breast.  5G0 

Lifted  to  heaven,  his  eyes  with  wonder  glow 

To  mark  the  various  world,  tiiat  smiles  below  ; 

Hills,  cities,  rivers,  in  glad  prospect  shine, 

And  feed  his  soul  with  ecstacy  divine  : 
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After  long  labour,  prompted  by  his  zeal, 
Such  luxury  of  soul  did  Lawrence  feel, 
To  mark  the  foe  advancing  from  the  east, 
Decked  like  a  bride  to  grace  a  marriage  feast  : 

"  Behold  the  Albion  banner  in  the  sky  ! 
The  time  is  now  to  give  to  memory  570 

Your  names,  freeborn  ;  by  doing  acts  to  live, 
While  mortal  dust  shall  breathing  life  receive. 

"  Mates  !  bear  the  ship  the  weathergage  to  gain, 
Then,  down  upon  the  enemy  amain  ; — 
Let  every  eye  be  kindled  into  war — 
Reveal'd,  what  spirits  in  your  bosoms  are  ! 
The  murder'd  Pierce  will  visit  us  in  fight. 
And  nervo  our  arm  to  vindicate  our  right ! 
Should  victory  smile,  let  generous  feelings  glow, 
Nor  add  cold  insuh  to  a  conquer'd  foe."  580 

These  warm  expressions  animate  his  crew;— 
They  beat  the  ocean  angling,  to  his  view — 
But  soon  impatient,  they  renounce  the  wind, 
And  bear  to  battle  with  a  burning  mind. 

Board  touching  board,  they  meet ! — Explosions  roar 
So  vast,  they  lumber  to  the  distant  shore  ; 
Each  by  the  other  passes  in  a  blaze, 
Which  strikes  the  ocean  monsters  with  amaze. 
The  smoke,  slow  folding  on  the  light  breeze  west, 
Reveals  the  Peacock  bloody  on  her  breast :  590 

But  no  red  drop  the  Hornet's  wing  distains— 
Yet  still  the  Briton,  smarting  with  her  pains, 
Wears  round  to  strike  the  Hornet  through  her  life— 
But  wild,  at  random,  she  repeats  the  strife. 
Again  they  pass,  and  as  they  pass  they  roll 
A  peal  to  search  the  other  to  the  soul. 
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With  same  effect  the  Patriots  pour'd  the  round  ; 

The  Peacock's  thunder  vanished  with  its  sound. 

Stone,  weltering  in  the  carnage  dire,  is  seen 

Cursing  his  God  with  a  distorted  mein.  600 

Lawrence,  at  length,  proclaims  the  grappling  word  : 
•'  Down  on  her  quarter  ! — run  her  down  on  board  !" 

With  shout  triumphant  is  the  order  done  ; 
A  death-fire  streaming  from  their  every  gun. 
Deep  drove,  with  rapid  hand,  the  striking  balls 
Break  the  ribb'd  hulk,  wliile  many  a  Briton  foils. 
The  groans  came  mingled  with  the  smoke  and  fire ; 
The  Peacock  gasps  for  life,  involved  in  darkness  dire. 

Thus  in  the  virgin  morn  of  sugar  May, 
When  lovers  meet  to  give  their  hearts  away,  6lO 

The  sun  all  lovely  on  his  throne  comes  forth, 
Clad  in  gold  vestments,  pouring  heaven  on  earth. 
Lo,  in  the  west  a  darken'd  spot  appears. 
Which,  thickening  deep,  soon  spreads  along  the  spheres, 
And  wraps  the  universe  in  smothering  shroud — 
Lightning  and  thunder  breaking  from  the  cloud. 
The  beauty  of  the  sun  is  veil'd  in  night-— 
Or,  if  he  shows  the  image  of  his  light, 
'Tis  like  the  moon,  when  darken "d  in  her  course, 
EclipsM — slow  moving  on  a  midnight  hearse  :  620 

Like  this,  the  Peacock  ; — shivered  every  plume— 
Her  former  beauty  chang'd  to  death's  deep  gloom  5 
Her  deck  is  thicken'd  with  congealing  blood  ; 
Through  fractur'd  ribs,  strong  leaps  the  rushing  flood. 
The  cruel  Peak  lies  cramp'd  upon  the  deck, 
His  fever'd  life  streams  spouting  from  his  necl;. 
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Now  weeping  signals  on  the  wreck  are  hung. 
Which  to  the  victors  call  with  silent  tongue 
To  save  them,  sinking  ! — Lawrence  learns  their  wo, 
And  all  the  springs  that  feed  his  heart  o'erflow  :         630 

"  Behold,  the  prize  with  death  is  overcast ! 
Root  from  your  breast  the  mem'ry  of  the  past  I 
Extend  the  hand  of  mercy  to  redeem 
The  conquered  Britons — save  them  from  the  stream  ! 
Let  every  deed  of  darkness  be  forgiven — 
To  bless  a  bitter  foe,  the  sweetest  theme  of  heaven  !" 

The  closing  word  was  ntter'd  with  an  eye 
Fill'd  with  a  gem  of  holy  jewelry. 

Shubrick  is  first ; — Hart,  Cooper,  Williams,  Boyd, 
Whose  noble  bosoms  never  were  alloy'd  640 

With  baser  mettle  than  of  gold  refin'd, 
When  a  sad  signal  floated  on  the  wind. 

Numbers  they  rescue  from  the  swallowing  deep, 
And  safe  conduct  them  to  Columbia's  ship. 
Thy  dying  Peacock  prompts  to  every  haste, 
So  fast  she  settles  in  the  chilling  waste 
Of  drowning  waters — never  to  behold 
The  setting  sun  to  line  the  sea  with  gold  ! 

At  this  sad  instant,  Williams,  Boyd,  and  Hart, 
Of  self  unmindful,  could  they  but  impart  650 

Life  to  their  enemy  ! — even  to  Stone — 
Now  faint  and  bleeding  with  a  fractur'd  bone. 

Safe  had  they  borne  him  to  the  vessel's  side, 
Just  as  her  deck  was  level  with  the  tide  ! 

"  Too  late  ! — alas  !  too  late — we  sink — we  die  ! 
But  O,  how  bless'd  is  this  eternity  !" 

This  said  :  They  wav'd  a  tender  hand  to  tell 
To  Lawrence  weeping, — long,  their  last  farewell  ! 
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Their  right,  firm  press'd,  was  to  their  bosoms  given— 
Thus  sunk  the  Patriots  with  their  eyes  to  heaven  !     660 

What  eye  can  look  upon  a  scene  like  this, 
And  not  feel  that  which  ne'er  before  was  his  ? 
A  heavy  weight,  so  pressing  on  the  heart. 
As  though  the  body  and  the  soul  would  part ! 

Immortal  Three  !    though  ocean  bathe  your  breast, 
Your  names  shall  be  remcrabcr'd  with  the  Bless'd  1 
No  virtue  this  exceeds.     What  tongue  of  earth, 
Can  speak  the  action  equal  to  its  worth  ! 
Man  might  have  bow'd  to  death  his  friend  to  save  ; 
Yea,  stand  and  smile  superior  to  the  grave  :  670 

But  O,  what  man  of  men,  to  save  his  foe, 
AVould  bathe  his  bosom  with  the  ocean's  flow  ? 
None,  none  of  earthly  form  !     I  felt  a  tear 
Steal  on  my  cheek  to  mark  you  on  your  bier  ; 
But  lo,  a  smile  swift  chas'd  the  drop  away 
To  find  such  virtue  wrapp'd  in  mortal  clay  ! 

The  Muse  grows  faint.  Bright  angels!  touch  the  string; 
The  deed  immortal,  every  seraph  sing  ! 
Hear  it,  Celestials  ! — Died  to  save  their  Foe  ! 
Ip  heaven  repeat  the  strain  till  sweet  it  sounds  below !  1 80 

Columbian  Mariner  ! — how  great  thy  soul  ! 
What  proud  emotions  through  thy  bosom  roll ! 
The  Muse  in  vain  attempts  to  sing  thy  worth  ; 
Not  half  thy  praises  can  she  utter  forth. 
How  generous  is  ihy  heart  !  how  large  tliy  mind  ! 
Historick  virtues  thou  hast  left  behind. 
As  heaven's  pure  light  excels  the  glow-worm's  rays, 
So  do  thy  deeds  outshine  all  former  days ; 
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Yea,  thou  fair  Mercy,  strives!  to  outvie 

Wiih  noble  acts  to  bless  thine  enemy  !  690 

An  enemy,  who  oft  hath  made  thee  bleed, 

And  pour'd  their  hate  in  phials  on  thy  head  ! 

Who,  with  blood-scourges  tore  thy  hallowM  flesh — 

If  plead'st  thou  Freedom,  keener  was  the  lash  ! 

Who,  in  pent  dungeons  made  thy  heart's  blood  sigh, 

Where  thoughts  of  kindred  gemm'd  with  tears  thine  eye ! 

Who  dragg'd  thee  from  thy  home,  where  smiles  gave  bliss, 

To  drink  the  dregs  of  Slavery's  bitterness  ! 

Starv'd  thee  in  chains  !     Death's  agonizing  hour 

Will  be  more  gentle  than  their  mildest  power  !  700 

Thy  brother's  widow  loads  the  air  with  sighs, 
Whilst  trembling  on  her  arm  her  orphan  cries  : 

"  Why,  O  my  mother  ? — why  let  fall  these  tears  ? 
O  from  thy  bosom  cast  these  death-cold  fears  ! 
My  father  will  return  !     Come,  smile  in  joy, 
And  soothe  the  anguish  of  thine  only  boy  !" 

Alas,  fond  youth  ! — thy  father  clasps  his  urn — 
Murder'd  by  Britons — never  to  return  ! 

Canst  thou,  brave  Mariner  I    these  crimes  forego, 
And  with  sweet  mercy  treat  thy  msrc'less  foe  ?  710 

Thou  canst, — free-bosom 'd  !     Hear  it,  Albion's  Crown  ! 
The  poet  trembles  as  he  writes  it  down  ; 
Angels  in  heaven  !  the  theme  demands  your  song — 

O  give  it  anthem  with  immortal  tongue  ! 

******** 

Peak  in  his  nation's  banner  is  enclos'd, 
With  not  a  foible  of  his  heart  expos'd  ; 
The  solemn  service  of  the  burial  read, 
Beside  his  ship,  slow  sinks  the  pale  cold  dead< 


CRUISE    OP    THE    HORNET.  193 

The  capturM  Britons  every  care  receive, 
That  in  the  reach  of  Lawrence's  power  to  give.  720 

Both  wounded  and  unwounded,  wrecked  of  all 
By  swift  disaster  of  the  Peacock's  fall, 
With  tender  hearts  the  mariners  supply — 
Eq-jul  dividing  with  their  enemy  ! 

The  generous  oflfering,  ardent  from  the  soul, 
Caus'd  many  a  tear  of  gratitude  to  roll 
Soft  o'er  the  captive  cheek.     Worshippers  of  kings, 
Like  tlicniy  not  all  are  iron-hearted  things. 

s 
Lawrence  now  finds  his  narrow  ship  so  press'd, 

Cumber'd  with  men,  that  they  his  powers  arrest  ;       730 

Hence  on  the  quarter  he  his  crew  invites. 

And  thus  to  them  his  purposes  recites  : 

"  For  signal  favour  of  supporting  heaven. 
Let  solemn  praises  from  the  heart  he  given  ! 

"  Patriots  !  yon  vessel*  near  the  distant  shore, 
Waving  the  Cross,  oft  tempts  my  soul  with  power 
To  bear  the  Hornet  down  upon  her  lee. 
And  strike  her  standard  flat  upon  the  sea. 
This  is  my  soul  : — but  when  I  turn  my  eye, 
And  see  our  captive  friends  in  misery, —  740 

Yes,  captive  friends  ! — a  foe,  when  bleeding  laid, 
He  to  my  bosom  is  a  brother  made  ; — 
To  see  them  thus — and  hear  them  groan  then-  pain— 
This  second  conquest  of  my  soul  restrain. 
And  cramp'd,  confin'd,  in  every  part  on  board. 
What  the  heart  prompts,  not  them  can  we  afford. 
And  to  expose  them,  certain  as  they  lay. 
Reckless  to  death,  should  we  provoke  the  fray, 

17  •  Espeiffle. 
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Would  prove  our  hearts  were  savage  in  extreme, 
Which  not  an  age  of  virtue  would  redeem.  750 

'^  These  are  my  motives  not  to  seek  the  foe, 
And  plant  another  laurel  on  our  brow. 
By  soft  expression  mantling  in  your  eyes, 
Willing  your  hearts  renounce  the  enterprize. 

*'  Now,  to  his  station  each  ! — Before  the  wind 
Full  spread  the  sheets,  and  leave  the  south  behind. 
York  is  the  harbour  of  my  soul  to  gnin, 
And  there  we'll  ease  the  labours  of  the  main." 

The  Hornet  heard.     She  spreads  her  wings  and  flies. 
In  three  bright  suns  the  gilded  turrets  rise,  760 

Sweet  like  enchantment  pictured  in  the  west, 
When  the  sun  lingers  to  his  bed  of  rest. 
The  fleetest  gales  of  heaven  delicious  blew, 
To  bear  the  vessel  on  her  compass  true  ; 
Her  motion  seem'd  not  sailing,  but  a  flight, 
So  quick  she  darted  through  the  waters  light. 

Her  thunders  speak,  as  enters  she  in  port — 
Returning  answers  deafened  from  the  fort, 
Bearine  the  second  name  of  honour  yet— 
A  name  by  freemen  hallow'd — La  Fayette.  770 

Lawrence  (his  vessel  anchored)  makes  the  shore, 
While  thousand  voices  through  the  welkin  roar. 
IMild  on  his  cheek  a  modest  blush  appears. 
Though  gaz'd  as  one  descended  from  the  spheres. 

Now  when  the  shoutings,  greeting  him,  were  o'er, 
Which  seem'd  to  start  the  pillars  of  the  shore, 
Doraestick  love,  the  hero's  bosom  warm'd  ; 
He  sought  his  Julia,  whose  bright  vktues  charm'd 
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Ilis  heart  far  absent  on  the  ocean  stream  ; 

And  oft  her  image  bless'd  him  in  his  dream.  780 

Her  form  was  beauty,  and  her  jet-dark  eye 

Beam'd  to  the  soul  a  pure  divinity. 

Her  infants,  pillow'd  on  her  bosom,  smile — 
No  angel  cheek  their  dimples  would  defile  ; 
Attractive  graces  round  their  features  l)lay. 
Like  dew-drops  dancing  on  the  rose  of  May. 

As  Lawrence  enter'd  his  serene  abode, 
Gladdening  his  heart,  divinest  passions  glow'd  ; 
A  mortal,  rising  to  the  mansions  bless'd, 
Such  the  wild  joy  that  shiver'd  in  his  breast.  790 

His  bride  had  heard  the  shoutings  of  his  fame, 
Which  caus'd  a  holy  thrilling  of  her  frame  ; 
She  rose  with  trembling  ; — gushing  from  her  eye, 
Pure  as  divine,  a  liquid  ecstacy. 

"  My  husband  !— lo,  'tis  he  !*' 

Her  tongue  denies 
One  accent  more — Sweet  on  his  breast  she  dies  ! 
She  wakens  lost  in  life  ! — Lips  quivering  join, 
Transported  at  the  touch  ! — Tears  floating  shine 
On  diamonds  set  in  heaven.     No  breathing  heard — 
Tongues  chain'd  in  passion,  lisp  no  stammering  word.  800 
Their  eyes  speak  all  !— in  holy  trance  they  roll, 
And  glance  the  language  inward  to  the  soul. 

At  length,  th'  emotion  of  their  souls  subsides, 
Slow,  like  the  ebbing  of  the  full-moon  tides. 
His  eye  is  bent  upon  his  infants'  charms, 
Reclining  sweet  upon  the  nurse's  arms  ; 
Tender  he  folds  them  to  his  beating  breast, 
Feeling  those  joys  that  never  were  express'd. 


196  PREDONIAD.      CANTO  VI. 

Rapid  his  thoughts  to  future  prospects  roll — 

And  thus  his  tongue  gives  utterance  to  his  soul  :       810 

"  These  treasures,  Julia,  to  our  care  are  given, 
To  guide  their  truant  feet  the  way  to  heaven  : 
Then  they,  a  blessing  to  our  age  will  prove, 
And  sweet  requite  us  for  our  parent  love. 
Yes,  when  our  heads  shall  whiten  into  snow. 
And  our  frail  limbs  shall  totter  as  we  go, 
Then  they,  a  crutch  on  either  side  will  be 
To  aid  our  progress  to  eternity  ! 
And  when  that  final,  solemn  hour  shall  come 
To  call  us  forth  to  slumber  in  the  tomb  ;  820 

Then  the  soft  whispers  of  their  angel  breath 
Will  smooth  the  roughness  of  the  bed  of  death — 
Yea  ;  make  it  softer  than  the  bridal  even. 
When  happy  spirits  hymn  the  songs  of  heaven  ! 

*^  O,  I  have  heard  the  shouting  voice  of  fame — 
A  thousand  tongues  have  echo'd  forth  my  name  ; 
But  the  pure  glowings  of  domestick  bliss, 
Surpass  the  joys  that  millions  can  express  !" 

At  times,  his  tears  in  rich  abundance  flow'd — 
At  times,  he  stammer'd  with  impassioned  load.  830 

His  bride  of  beauty  leant  upon  his  arm, 
RapturM  in  tears,  that  heightenM  every  charm. 

This  passion  staid,  he  to  attendants  by 
The  babes  present— r-but  they  instinctive  cr}', 
And  cling  around  his  neck.     With  balmy  kiss, 
He  soothes  their  bosoms  into  tenderness. 

The  parents  gaze,  and  see  new  charms  arise, 
Like  virgin  beams  that  mantle  in  the  skies. 
In  fond  delight  they  pass  the  golden  even — 
Delicious  foretaste  of  the  bliss  of  heaven.  840 
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ARGUMENT. 

Lawrence  receiving  orders  to  command  the  Chesapeake,. ..Takes 
leave  of  his  Family.. ..Infernal  Agents... .Lawrence  sails  to  meet  the 
Shannon. ...Mutiny.. ..Celestials  in  heaven.. ..The  battle....The  Death 
of  Lawrence. 

The  scene  is  laid  at  Washington. ...New- York. ...Boston.. ..On  the 
White  Mountains.. ..and  on  the  borders  of  the  Atlantick  ocean* 

The  time  twelve  days. 
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Ye  happy  pair  !  enjoy  th'  ambrosial  hour— 
Intwine  your  brows  with  transport's  dewy  flower — 

0  seize  the  sugar'd  moments  as  they  roll — 
As  boreal  light,  flits  pleasure  from  the  soul  ! 
Soon  trouble  comes  to  snatch  the  glittering  prize — 

1  mark  it  scowling  in  the  darkening  skies  ! 
What  time  the  earth  revolves  from  west  to  east, 

Nine  circles  round,  delicious  on  a  feast 

Of  love,  soul-blessing, — Lawrence  pure,  refin'd, 

Luxurious  banquets,  in  the  bliss  of  mind.  10 

Oft  he  the  fulness  of  his  joy  betrays, 
By  the  big  tear  that  from  his  eye-fount  strays, 
Lucid  like  molten  silver  down  his  cheeks, 
Which  the  soul  rapture  of  his  heart  bespeaks. 

On  the  tenth  morn,  the  sun  with  beams  of  gold 
Creation  gilds  with  beauties  manifold, 
Witching  the  eye,  enchanting  to  behold. 
The  pictured  Heavens  in  peerless  light  rejoice — 
The  jocund  Earth  sweet  pipes  with  mellow  voice. 

But  what  is  this  deep-touching  of  its  light,  20 

Like  the  dark  finger  of  approaching  JNight  ? 
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'Tis  the  dun  circle  of  the  hovering  Moon, 

Breaking  the  fuU-orbM  image  of  the  Sun  ! 

Smit  as  with  awe  of  his  superior  name, 

Timid  she  seems  to  quench  his  golden  flame  ; 

But,  in  her  progress,  by  degrees  she  finds 

His  dazzling  radiance  from  the  world  she  blinds. 

Emboldened  thus,  her  darkness  deeper  grows, 

Regardless  of  his  heaving  sweating  throes, 

Like  some  fair  spirit,  striving  to  get  free  30 

From  a  grim  spectre  of  hell  agency. 

The  Sun  looks  smother'd  with  a  strangling  pain — 

But  all  his  labouring  agonies  are  vaui  ; 

The  shrouding  Moon  deep  coffins  him  around, 

And  holds  him  struggling  in  thick  night  profound  I 

The  lime  the  moon  upon  the  sun  was  seen, 
The  earth  look'd  sickly  with  a  poisonous  green  ; 
A  palsied  silence  deep,  held  nature  dumb, 
As  though  the  solemn  day  of  death  had  come. 
Faint  from  the  stars  a  drizzling  light  appears  5  40 

Creation  drooping,  hangs  her  head  in  tears  ! 

Through  towns,  and  villages,  from  tongue  to  tongue, 
The  Hornet's  triumph  in  bold  anthem  rung. 
Save  at  the  east,  where  Discord  hurPd  bis  brand, 
And  scattered  flames  infernal  through  the  land. 
Here,  by  mad  Faction,  Lawrence  was  declar'd 
To  be  a  savage,  with  a  heart  more  hard. 

But  when  at  Washington,  by  Cooper  sent, 
The  flag  was  wav'd  before  the  President, 
The  aged  statesman  felt  a  glow  the  same,  50 

As  though  his  sou  had  conquered  in  his  fame> 
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Dallas,  Monroe,  and  Hamilton,  alone, 

He  sought — and  brief  his  purposes  made  known — 

That  Lawrence  forth  to  Boston  should  repair 

To  rule  the  Chesapeake  in  harbour  there  ; 

And,  that  a  sword  of  finest  metal  hard, 

Should  be  to  him  a  token  of  regard. 

Glad  they  the  voice  of  Madison  approved, 
That  he  to  loftier  grade  should  be  remov'd. 

With  Cooper  he  despatch'd  young  Hamilton  60 

To  bear  his  will — the  secretary's  son, 
Whose  name,  alas,  in  future  must  appear 
To  tax  the  soul  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 

They  leap'd  their  coursers  with  elastick  spring, 
And  flew  the  path  like  eagles  on  the  wing. 
The  lines  of  beauty  fashion'd  every  limb. 
While  light  of  heart,  they  seem'd  in  air  to  swim. 

Now  on  the  morn,  the  sun  was  darkening  seen 
To  tinge  the  drooping  earth  with  sallow  green  ; 
They  reach'd  the  city — enter'd  the  abode  TO 

Of  Lawrence.     Hamilton  their  coming  show'd  : 

"  Ocean's  defender  !— from  the  President, 
This  sword,  to  you,  with  honour  we  present. 

"  Biddle  will  now  the  Hornet  ship  command — 
Such  is  the  change  the  government  has  plann'd  : 
T'  advance  your  name,  to  Boston  you'll  repair 
To  rule  the  Chesapeake,  in  harbour  there." 

Lawrence,  by  valour  prompted,  forth  replies  : 
"  Bear  back  my  heart  to  Madison  the  wise — 
Tell  him  that  I,  unpausing,  shall  obey  ;  80 

My  country  calls  me,  and  my  soul's  away." 

Hamilton  stood  fix'd  in  gaze  immoveable, 
For  deep  his  soul  with  sympathy  was  full. 
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The  noble  sentiment,  so  prompt  expressed, 

Touched  his  young  heart  with  something  that  was  blessed, 

And  while  his  eyes  were  flooded  to  the  brim, 

Half  heard  he  whispered  :  "  O  that  I  were  him  !" 

Lawrence  observed  the  passion  of  his  eye  : 
"  Thy  fame  shall  come,  wait  thou  but  patiently. 
Scarce  in  the  race  have  I  the  start  before  ;  90 

Make  but  the  effort,  and  thy  name  shall  soar. 
The  round  of  life  is  like  a  tossing  sea  ; 
This  billow  rises,  that  dissolves  away  ; 
Another  mounts  its  foaming  brow  to  heaven ; 
It  falls — its  place  is  to  another  given. 
Our  life  is  like  a  chain  of  different  clouds- 
Various,  successive,  each  the  other  crowds  ; 
Some  are  deep  blacken'd  with  the  tinge  of  night- 
Some  touch'd  exquisite  with  celestial  light. 
Cherish  thy  heart  with  emulative  blood,  100 

And  thou  wilt  be  a  painted  orient  cloud, 
So  richly  tinctur'd  with  empyreal  dye. 
To  fix  with  gladdening  gaze  th'  admiring  eye. 

**  But  mark  how  swift  the  moments  whirl  away  ? 
My  duty  calls  the  summons  to  obey  ; 
Back  yours  commands  you  to  Potomack  wave, 
To  bear  my  answer,  as  to  you  I  gave." 

This  said  :  The  hand  of  Hamilton  he  press'd. 
Who  slow  departed  with  a  crowded  breast. 

The  ocean  chief,  without  delaying  pause,  110 

Prepares  once  more  to  raise  his  country's  cause, 
Whose  voice  was  like  the  silver  tongue  ef  even, 
Calling  the  spirits  of  the  blessM  to  heaven. 
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But  who  is  this,  that  lingers  by  his  side, 
Bath'd  in  her  tears  ? — his  broken-liearted  bride  ! 
With  sighs,  that  heave  hke  tearing  of  her  breast. 
Clasping  his  hand,  her  anguish  she  expressed  : 

"  Wherefore,  my  husband,  wilt  thou  leave  me  here, 
To  freeze  my  curdling  blood  with  icy  fear  ? 
Wilt  thou  again  corrode  my  soul  with  grief?  120 

No  heart  but  thine  can  minister  relief ! 
These  eyes  are  never,  never  closVl  in  sleep, 
When  thou  art  tossing  on  the  dangerous  deep  ; 
But  death's  dark  visions  round  my  slumbers  roam  ; 
I  think  thee  struggling  with  wild  ocean's  foam  ; 
Now,  I  behold  thee  strangling  in  the  flood  ; 
Now  faint,  I  see  thee  pouring  forth  thy  blood  ! 

"  How  can  I  live,  if  you  again  depart, 
And  leave  me  widowM  wilh  a  broken  heart  ? 
-O  stay  ! — thou  shalt  not.  must  not  leave  me  more,      ISO 
And  cause  my  soul  to  weep,  when  ruffian  billows  roar  !" 

Here  poignant  grief  her  stammering  voice  suppress'd — 
And  thus  the  hero  with  an  aching  breast  : 

"  Thou  worship  of  my  soul ! — fair  beam  of  light  ! 
O  lift  thy  soul  fn)m  out  this  pit  of  night ! 
Dispel  these  haunting  visions  of  thy  brain. 
More  sharp  they  wound  the  breast  ihan  real  pain. 
O  cast  this  brood  of  phantoms  from  thy  mind — 
To  heaven's  high  will  be  all  our  cares  resigned. 

"  My  country  calls  me  from  thine  arms  away.         1 40 
Not  voice  angelick  must  my  soul  delay. 

How  soon  shall  I 

O  stay  that  bitter  tear  ! 
With  reason  chase  these  shadows  of  thy  fear." 
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"  You  never  will  return  !     We  must  not  part — 
That  word  is  ice — it  freezes  to  my  iieart  ! 

'"  Yes.  reason's  voice  should  ever  be  our  guide, 
And  in  the  guardianship  of  heaven  confide  : 
But  doth  high  heaven  demand  thine  absence  now  ? 
Or  reason  bid  thee,  where  the  oceans  flow  ? 
Thy  Country  calls — but  she  should  ask  no  more,       150 
For  thou  hast  done  what  ne'er  was  done  before. 
Let  others  have  their  fame.     O  stay  with  me — 

0  seek  not  death  upon  the  dark  deep  sea  ! 

"  Though  dreams  are  oft  but  wanderings  of  the  mind 
And  rare  they  leave  a  shadow'd  truth  behind, 
Yet  O,  last  night,  did  I  in  dream  behold 
Thy  precious  form — O  how  my  blood  runs  cold  ! 

1  saw  thee  wave  thy  sword — how  hard  to  tell  ■  — 
A  death-shot  rung  ! — in  blood  my  Lawrence  fell ! — 

'^  Shuddering  I  woke, — the  gory  vision  fled  5  I6O 

I  caught  thy  smile  in  moonlight  on  the  bed. 
Trembling  with  joy,  that  smiling  lip  I  press'd — 
But  never  more  my  senses  tasted  rest  !" 

She  ceas'd,  half  leaning  on  his  anguish'd  heart: 
"  Julia,  my  life,  this  bosom  breaks  apart ! 
Thou  lamb-like  innocence,  thou  light  of  love — 
Thy  soul  in  softness  is  like  heaven  above  ; 
Thy  voice  to  me  is  like  an  angePs  tongue  ; 
Not  sweeter  musick  can  to  heaven  belong  ! 
Thy  virtues  pure,  an  holiness  impart ;  170 

Thine  eye  of  beauty  quivers  in  my  heart ! 
Thou  art  the  unpriced  jewel  of  my  soul ; 
Thy  charms,  a  paradise,  around  me  roll  ! 
When  near  my  breast,  thou  art  my  gazing  star; 
When  lock'd  in  fight,  thou  art  my  nerve  in  war  ! 
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«  Thy  meddling  fancy  hath  destroyed  thy  rest ; 
Why,  O  wliy  these  sobs  ?— cheer  with  hope  thy  breast. 
Dreams  are  reverse  of  truth — you  thought  me  slain. 
While  in  the  midst  of  battle  on  the  main  ; 
Believe  a  second  victory  is  mine —  180 

The  war-ship  royal,  buried  in  the  brine. 

"  The  dream  thy  fears  produc'd  :  The  busy  mind 
Is  bent  to  trace  the  thoughts,  the  day  design'd  ; 
When  sleep  the  action  of  the  will  subdues. 
Imagination  wild  her  flight  pursues  ; 
From  reason  loos'd,  she  flies  eccentrick  round — 
Mounts  up  to  heaven,  or  visits  depths  profound. 

"  But  O,  if  dreams  give  truth,  then  hear  me  tell 
A  dream  to  make  thy  sinking  bosom  swell  ! 

"  Scarce  had  my  senses  clos'd  upon  the  earth,         190 
When  my  rapt  fancy  usher'd  into  birth 
Scenes  of  strange  likeness.     Lo,  methought  I  stood 
In  a  fair  vessel,  cleaving  Salem's  flood, 
Smooth-wafting  me  to  shore.     Her  gorgeous  dress 
Not  the  frail  tongue  of  mortal  can  express. 
Her  sails  were  woven  silk, — masts,  ivory  white, 
From  which  the  streamers,  playing  with  delij^ht, 
Look'd  like  young  clouds  that  hover  in  the  west, 
Gazing  the  sun  with  rainbow  on  their  breast. 

"  The  bosom  of  the  waters  seem'd  to  live  200 

With  silver  barges,  crowding  to  receive 
Thy  husband,  Julia,  and  make  glad  the  ship, 
That  mov'da  thing  of  wonder  through  the  deep, 
Which  look'd  just  melted  with  refining  flame-— 
Purer  than  fancy  can  conceive  to  name. 

18 
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**  Ludlow  was  honour'd  with  me.     Crowninshield, 
Of  the  proud  bark,  the  first  commission  held. 
No  vulgar  mariners  his  voice  obey'd, 
But  twelve  illustrious  names  of  equal  grade.  209 

"  The  shores  were  sands  of  gold  and  diamonds  bright, 
Which,  in  reflection,  gave  such  splendid  light, 
As  though  divinity  were  present  there, 
While  sweet-tonM  instruments  were  heard  in  air  ! 

"  Thousands  stood  gazing  :  As  I  touched  the  shore. 
Their  tongues  my  triumph  in  proud  anthems  bore 
To  listening  Spirits  on  the  wall  of  heaven, 
To  whom  the  beauty  of  sublime  was  given  ! 
The  bells  peaPd  merrily  a  silver  note. 
Like  angel  harps  when  on  new  air  they  float. 
Then,  the  huge  engines  with  their  breaths  of  flame    220 
Sounded  afar  the  glory  of  my  name. 

"  Anxious  to  clasp  thy  loveliness,  I  bade 
Salem     brief  adieu.     In  cavalcade 
They  bore  me  forth,—  and  soon  upon  my  way, 
I  enter'd  Boston  in  its  bright  array  : 
From  thence,  with  feelings  past  the  uttering  tongue, 
I  came  to  York,  to  greet  my  infants  young  ; 
And  thou,  the  sweeter  image  of  my  breast — 
And  O,  I  found  thee  past  description  bless'd  ! 

"  Such  is  a  faint  revealing  of  my  dream,  230 

That  placid  smile,  which  thou  in  moonlight  beam 
Beheldst  infantile  playing  on  my  cheek. 
Which  naught  but  angels  could  descriptive  speak  ! 

"  The  cause  was  second  victVy  in  the  strife, 
Where  sunk  the  foe  exhausted  of  his  life. 
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"  A  parting  kiss  ! — I  tear  me  from  thy  heart — 
Soon  I  return,  and  never  more  depart, — 
Farewell ! — Farewell  !  !"' 

She  clung  upon  his  breast:  "  My  husband  ! — no  ! — 
Stay, — stop, — O  hear  me  i  listen  ere  you  go  ! —        240 

"  Thy  ample  reasoning  hath  dissolv'd  ray  dreams — 
But  nature;  dumb  iu  weeping  sorrow,  seems 
Portending  death  !     The  sun,  eclips'd,  slow  moves 
With  sallow  light  above  the  dark-green  groves  ; 
The  birds  of  night  flit  round, — dread  horrour  reigns — 
Th'  affrighted  herds  howl  dismal  o'er  the  plains  !" 

Wild  fancy  thrill'd  her  frame.     Lawrence  replies^ 
His  heart  like  bursting  with  its  agonies  : 

"  No  more,  my  love,  these  dire  events  forebode. 
Nature  abides  the  government  of  God  !  250 

He  smiles  — the  universe  is  bless'd  with  light ; 
He  frowns — the  world  is  buried  in  the  grave  of  night! 
Man  must  pursue  where  virtue  leads  the  way, 
And  leave  the  rest  to  Him,  who  moulded  human  clay." 

*'  Then  be  it  so.     If  we  indeed  must  part, 
I  must  resign,  and  still  my  aching  heart. 

"  But  O  excuse, — excuse  my  trembling  soul — 
Tiiese  e} » s  of  mine  no  more  on  thee  will  roll  ! 
I  feel  a  deadly  coldness  in  my  breast. 
That  I  no  more  on  this  lov'd  arm  shall  rest  !  260 

"  Ah,  see  thy  infants,  how  they  reach  their  hands 
T'  embrace  their  dying  father  as  he  stands  ! 
Feast  on  thy  father,  innocence  divine, — 
And  with  thy  mother's  tears,  O  mingle  thine  ! 
Alas,  him  more  we  never  shall  behold — 
His  blood  will  stream — his  heart  to  dust  will  mould  !" 


2C» 
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The  hero  weeps.     His  soul  could  bear  no  more — 
Sighs  heave  his  bosom  from  its  inmost  core. 
He  binds  his  wife — his  children  to  his  breast, 
And  stands  a  speechless  monument  distress'd.  270 

At  length,  his  voice  returns  : — "  I  cannot  go — 
Never — no  never  in  this  depth  of  wo. 
My  soul's  eternal  hope — joy — life, — sole  pride — 
My  all, — thy  presence  makes  earth  sanctified  ! 
O  how  forsake  thee — and  our  dear  ones  too, 
Whose  eyes  beam  heaven,  pure  wash'd  with  holy  dew  ! 
Never — no,  never — will — I  do  remain  ; 
I'll  never  seek  the  ocean  foe  again — 

«  The  foe  I 

What  ails  my  heart  ? — The  foe — the  foe  I 
Hark !  hoar  you  not  ? — my  blood  is  ice, — my  bosom 
snow !  280 

"  My  Country! — injured  Country  ! — must  I  pause  ? 
Renounce  thy  glory  for  a  private  cause  ? 

"  Think,  O  my  fair  one  !  think  the  widow's  tears, 
And  orphan  cries,  that  pierce  their  suffering  ears; 
The  tyrant  foe  the  cause  ! — outlaw  of  earth — 
Slaver — assassin — of  Columbian  birth  ! 
Behold,  vindictive  in  dark  swarms  they  come 
To  shroud  the  land  in  horrour's  deepest  gloom  ! 
They'll  fire  our  cities — desolate  the  fields  ; 
Their  iron  grasp  will  make  our  virgins  yield  I  290 

O,  but  to  think 

'Twill  madden  to  proceed — 
The  gory  thought  makes  every  fibre  bleed  ! 

"  Must  I  remain  to  see  thee  in  their  power  ? 
O  may  the  earth  be  melted  ere  that  hour  ! 
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My  soul  is  on  her  pinions — let  me  fly — 

Fly  on  the  wings  of  death  to  meet  the  enemy  I" 

"  My  husband  !— go— I'll  not  detain  thee— go; 
I  yield  my  all,  for  which  I  live  below ! 
Thy  Country  calls  thee  with  imploring  eyes, 
And  I  must  make  the  bleeding  sacrifice.  300 

This  heart  resigns  thoe  for  the  nation's  good — 
Guard,  O  ye  Heavens  !  my  Lawrence  on  the  flood  1" 

Her  prayer  was  brief,  but  full.     Silent  he  press'd 
Her  sinking  bosom  to  his  throbbing  breast  ; 
And,  while  his  eye  was  bent  upon  her  charms, 
He  loosen'd  from  his  heart  her  clasping  arms. 
Her  bosom  labour'd  with  convulsive  sighs  ; 
A  shower  of  death  came  pourin«2  from  her  eyes  ; 
Side  long  he  linger'd  on  the  aching  view— 

At  length,  like  parting  life,  he  wavM  his  last  adieu.     310 

******** 

T^Ieantimethe  Tyrant  of  the  Stygian  band 
Beheld  the  war,  which  blacken'd  round  the  land 
Or  hy  his  agents,  scouting  far  and  wide, 
Notice  receiv'd  what  pass'd  upon  the  tide. 

With  brewing  passion  hardening  up  his  brow, 
He  heard  the  manner  of  the  Peacock  low  ; 
His  eyeballs  rolling  in  red  seas  of  fire, 
Reveal'd  the  mustering  fury  of  his  ire. 
With  violence  he  stamp'd  upon  the  rock  ; 
The  mountain  groan'd  ;  earth  trembled  at  the  shock,  320 
As  though  a  ball  of  thunder  at  a  bound 
Had  burst  its  cloud  and  broke  upon  the  ground. 
His  hidden  train  came  forward  at  his  nod. 
Their  mouths  in  dust  before  their  angerM  god. 

18* 
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'Twas  deep  eclipse  when  tliey  the  summons  heard— 
Their  jomts  are  hingeless  at  each  threatening  word  : 

"  Why  did  you  let  the  insect  Hornet  sting 
The  royal  Peacock,  and  her  ruin  bring  ? 
And  could  you  not  have  loosM  a  shipwreck  wind, 
And  her  Starr'd  banner  to  the  deep  consign'd  ?  330 

Or  dash'd  the  sea  in  waves  up  mountains  high, 
That  they  might  sepVate  and  the  Peacock  fly. 
Till  We,  Ourself  the  Ilornei's  sting  withdrew, 
Ere  that  she  battled  with  the  Albion  crew  ? 

"  What  mads  and  foams  like  lava,  in  Our  breast, 
Is,  that  this  Lawrence  succour'd  the  distressed  : 
We  fear  Britannia  will  compunction  feel, 
And  cease  to  murder  with  the  scourge  and  steel. 
Should  she  relent,  Our  labour  would  be  vain 
To  bind  Columbia  with  a  monarch's  chain.  340 

Should  she  with  mercy  soothe  away  her  ire, 
A  peace  would  fatal  to  our  cause  transpire. 

"  In  hell, 'tis  true,  of  war  We  disapprov'd. 
For  then,  We  fear'd  their  feuds  would  be  removM. 
Civil  commotions  war  has  ever  quell'd. 
And  rankling  bosoms  for  their  country  maiPd  ; 
But  this  Republick  an  exception  forms  ; 
More  dark  the  war,  more  dire  fierce  Discord  storms  : 
Hence,  We  (as  war  proves  well.)  to  keep  alive 
Th'  inflaming  torch,  must  all  Our  art  contrive.  350 

"  When   Hull,  through  Treason's  wiles,  gave  Brock 
the  west, 
Hope  took  the  full  possession  of  Our  breast ; 
But  this  defeat  has  dash'd  Our  prospects  low, 
Which  then  were  rising  to  an  overflow  ; 
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Frenzied  divisions,  like  a  wild  fire,  spread, 

AViiich  promis'd  soon  to  sw«cp  tiicir  Freedom  dead. 

"  Hypocrisy,  arise  and  brief  relate, 
What  thou  hast  glean'd,  to  sink,  or  elevate." 

Thouj^h  cramp'd  with  ago,  Hypocrisy  up-rear'd 
His  wrinkled  brow  and  heavy-flowing  beard.  360 

His  witherM  hands  were  folded  on  his  breast, 
Outward  to  show  his  bosom  was  at  rest  ; 
The  sign  is  false — an  inward  sting  he  feels 
Deep  through  his  life,  which  his  red  eye  reveals. 
The  specious  shows,  to  cover  o'er  his  heart, 
Sharpen  more  keen  the  conscience-piercing  dart. 

With  knee  on  earth,  half  smile  upon  his  cheek, 
The  fawning  sycophant  began  to  speak  : 

"  Dread  Sire  supreme,  before  whose  awful  nod 
Earth  trembling  owns  the  presence  of  a  god  !  370 

Not  1  can  see  the  danger  you  express, 
Our  cause  is  waning  into  emptiness  ; 
Firmer  am  I  encourag'd  to  believe. 
That  we'll  division  of  the  States  achieve, 
For  in  the  senate  of  our  chosen  State, 
Disguis'd,  I  sat  and  heard  them  in  debate  : 
This  war  they  crucitied,  as  nothing  just — 
That,  from  his  seat,  the  President  they'd  thrust ; 
That  Lawrence  murder'd  in  the  coldest  blood, 
When  he  the  Peacock  buried  in  the  flood  !  380 

That  they'd  support  Britannia  and  her  cause — 
Revile  the  nation  and  the  nation's  laws. 

*''  Our  strength  accession  gains  each  passing  day  ; 
Soon,  without  limit,  will  extend  our  sway  ; 
By  me  established — guided  by  my  hand, 
In  close  design,  I've  leagued  a  desperate  band, 
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To  which  the  name  of  Washinc^ton  is  given, 

And  fair  Benevolence — a  nymph  of  heaven, 

By  which  our  motives  with  a  veil  is  hid, 

As  you  in  Paradise  at  Eden  did,  390 

When  in  a  serpent  likeness  you  deceiv'd 

The  woman's  ear,  till  you  her  death  acliiev'd. 

"  Here  great  and  small  of  every  tribe  come  forth 
To  form  their  plans  and  bring  them  into  birth. 
The  wise  and  unwise,  needy,  weak,  and  strong, 
Practise  to  wag  with  a  reviling  tongue. 

"  To  feed  their  vanity,  to  each  a  rose 
T  gave  ;  to  sway  their  minds  with  titled  shows, 
And  make  them  feel  distinction  from  our  foes  j 
But  we  from  enemies  have  naught  to  dread,  400 

Except  Fredonia  should  their  weakness  aid." 

Starting,  the  Fiend  with  inward  terrour  shook, 
When  the  bright  Agency  of  heaven  was  spoke  ; 
His  colour  chang'd  from  black  lo  green,  and  blue, 
x\s  though  transfix'd  with  arrowy  Ughtning  through. 

But  soon  the  pang  wore  off:  ^*  Dastard,  shall  I 
Tremble  to  mark  her  passing  from  the  sky  ? 
Admit  she  comes  with  all  her  glittering  train. 
Will  she  have  influence  on  the  earth  again  ? 
Not  heaven  combin'd  !     Our  chain  is  on  their  necks,  410 
AVhich  nothing  from  the  forge  of  thunder  breaks  ! 
And  was  she  not  by  gilded  Luxury  driven 
Back  to  her  native  element  of  heaven  ? 
And  was  not  this,  whilst  We  in  hell  remain'd  ? 
And  can  We  not  secure  the  hearts  We've  gain'd  ? 
She  dares  not  meet  Our  potency  ! — she  fears, 
That  We'd  despatch  her  to  the  nether  spheres." 

He  paus'd.     His  subjects  from  their  kneeUng  stood, 
And  smil'd  upon  their  king  in  such  a  mood; 
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That  the  sun  darkening,  shrunk  behind  the  moon,     420 
And  heaven  was  midniglit  at  the  hour  of  noon  ! 

The  Fiend  proceeds  :  "  What  tho'  Our  royal  blood, 
Of  late,  was  ruffled  in  an  angry  mood  ; 
The  feat  of  Lawrence  struck  Us  with  alarm — 
But  prospects  brighten,  and  Our  heart  moves  calm. 

"  Ribands  and  roses  are  the  sweetest  things 
To  introduce  the  grade  of  Earls  and  Kings ; 
Your  Honour,  and  Your  Excellency — the  terms. 
From  which  fair  fruit  will  spring — imperial  germs  I 
Titles  in  infancy,  to  grow  at  length  440 

To  splendid  Royalty  of  manhood  strength. 
Flatter  their  vanity  ;  keap  up  the  cheat  ; 
We  shall  ere  long  become  exceeding  great.  . n 

"  But  now  attend,  whilst  We,  Our  plan   make  known 
To  bow  this  Lawrence  to  the  Albion  Throne  : 

"  He,  for  the  sinking  of  the  Peacock,  late, 
Commands  a  vessel  of  superior  weight. 
The  Chesapeake,  return'd  with  broken  crew — 
None  yet  received  the  measure  of  their  due. 
To  make  her  number  full,  from  land  a  crowd  440 

Ignorant  of  helm,  of  compass,  sail,  or  shroud. 
Have  enter'd  for  the  sea, — unpractis'd  yet  :  — 
By  thc'se  and  other  causes,  We'll  defeat 
And  Barronize  her  flag.     Success  is  Ours — 
A  Nelson  victory  will  renown  Our  powers. 

"  In  Boston  rides  the  sliip.     The  Shannon  near, 
Is  ready  to  contest  the  strife  severe  ; 
Brook,  her  chief  mariner,  like  fearless  Peak, 
Is  shivering  in  his  heart  the  war  to  ^ek ; 
And,  like  the   Peacock,  will  the  Shannon  sink,  450 

Unless  We  aid  to  break  the  Freedom  link. 
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"  Vengeance !  arise  ! — and  to  the  Shannon  forth, 
While  in  eclipse  the  sun  is  veil'd  from  earth  ; 
There  spread  your  influence  like  a  poisonous  breeze; 
Each  drop  of  mercy  in  their  bosoms  freeze, 
Or  they'll  remember  Lawrence  sav'd  his  foe, 
And  cease  to  murder,  when  his  flag  is  low. 

"  Mutiny  !  to  gain  the  Chesapeake,  is  thine, 
And  see  you  there  accomplish  Our  design, 
T'  unnerve  her  strength  befoie  in  fray  they  meet —  460 
And  bring  the  Eagle  fluttering  at  Our  feet." 

His  mandate  given, — he  wields  his  sceptre  round — 
And  straight  his  subjects  vanishM  from  the  ground. 
Them  slow  he  followed  in  a  silent  mood, 
His  eyeballs  swimming  in  a  tide  of  blood. 

Vengeance  and  Mutiny,  on  sable  wing. 
Leap  in  the  air — and  round  about  them  fling 
The  folds  of  night.     Their  course,  to  ocean's  flood, 
Resembled  meteors  in  a  mist  of  blood  ; 
'Twas  at  the  moment  that  the  earth  was  hid,  476 

And  all  the  living  of  the  earth  seem'd  dead  ! 

When  Lawrence  sad  departed  from  his  bride, 
He  sought  the  Chesapeake  on  Boston's  tide. 
Late  from  a  distant  voyage  : — And,  as  the  sun 
His  third  bright  journey  through  the  heavens  begun, 
He  gain'd  the  city  ;  to  the  ship  repair'd 
To  do  such  deeds  as  valiant  bosoms  dar'd. 

Ludlow  and  Weaver,  Abbot,  Nichols,  White — 
And  Berry,  Evans — for  their  fame  unite. 
Budd,  Livingston,  and  Ballard,  Hopewell,  Brown,      480 
In  holy  league  to  brighten  in  renown — 
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Bloom,  in  his  spring-time  years — and  Livermore — 
His  God  was  first — and  next  his  native  shore  : 
These  are  the  names  to  navigate  the  ship, 
And  wake  her  shnnberiug  thunders  on  the  deep. 

The  Shannon  now,  off  Boston  bears  in  sight — 
Prepar'd  and  practis'd  ready  for  the  fight. 
Her  Lion  Cross,  suspended  in  the  air, 
Invites  the  Chesapeake  to  meet  her  there — 

This  flames  the  breast  of  Lawrence  witii  a  fire,    490 
That  glows,  and  burns,  till  blazes  his  desire 
To  bow  her  haughty  standard,  or  expire. 
Warm  flush'd  his  cheek  ;  his  heart  an  holy  throb 
Beat ;  thrill'd  emotion  glanc'd  his  vision'd  orb  : 

As  when  a  miser,  with  an  iron  soul. 
Strips  his  dependant  naked  of  his  whole — 
Yet,  still  unsatisfied  :  cries  "  Give  ! — give! — give  ! 
Or  he  with  crime  in  dungeon  damp  shall  live  !" 
The  debtor  pleads  the  sorrows  of  a  wife 
And  children  ;  destitute  of  means  of  life  ;  500 

Nothing  avails — he  drags  him  to  the  goal, 
And  deep  in  prison  fastens  up  his  soul  ! 
The  chill,  damp  dungeon  weeps  with  pity  more, 
Than  ever  touch'd  the  monster's  heart  of  gore. 
Cold  on  a  sweating  stone  his  head  reclines. 
While  his  pale  flesh  with  eating  anguish  pines  ; 
But  should  he  chance  to  doze,  he  dreams  he  hears 
His  children  cry  for  bread — his  wife  in  tears  ! 
He  starts — awakens  with  delirious  head, 
Hating  his  being, — praying  to  be  dead  :  510 

Behold,  some  Howard  enters  with  a  smile, 
Fair  as  the  bow  of  peace,  to  reconcile 
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Mortal  to  Deity — and  forth  proclaims, 

That  Mercy  from  his  sepulchre  redeems  1 

He  thinks  an  angel  sudden  dropp'd  from  heaven, 

Such  rush  of  transport  to  his  soul  is  given  : 

Not  a  less  joy  thrill'd  Lawrence  to  descry 
The  royal  hanner  floating  in  the  sky. 

With  bosom  beating,  and  his  eye  like  day, 
lie  gave  the  word  for  sailing  : — •'  Anchors  !  weigh !  520 
Behold,  the  Cross  imperial  flouts  the  sphere  ! 
Enchafe  the  veins  of  life,  till  stars  appear  ; 
Yea,  lift  the  soul  whh  such  emotions  high, 
That  stars  shall  seem  to  sparkle  from  the  eye  ! 
What  heart,  that  palpitates  with  Freedom's  tide, 
Can  mark  yon  Albion,  boasting  in  her  pride, 
And  not  within  his  bosom  feel  a  flame 
To  meet  her  there,  and  die, — or  scath  her  name  ? 
None — none,  that  ever  felt  what  Freedom  is, 
Or  knew,  that  liberty  of  mind  was  hh.  530 

•^'Rise!  mc^unt  the  steep  of  heaven  !  rise,  one — rise,  all  I 
Loose — break  the  fetters,  that  your  souls  enthral  ! 
Let  Independence  and  the  sailor's  right, 
Burn  on  the  heart  to  prompt  us  to  the  fight. 
Lo,  should  we  dash  yon  standard  from  the  sea, 
This  day,  hereafter,  would  be  jubilee  ! 

"  The  anchors  elevate  !     Be  men — be  one — 
Be  but  resolv'd,  the  conquest  shall  be  won  !" 

Touch'd  with  his  spirit's  fire,  the  patriot  crew 
Felt  every  feeling  of  their  passion  new,  540 

Save  him,  who  pipes  the  mariners* — whose  eye 
Sneer'd  as  he  turned,  which  show'd  his  enmity. 

*  The  Boatswain. 
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The  seamen  presently  the  anchors  raise, 
Intent  to  meet  the  foe  upon  the  seas. 
But  sad  and  slow  the  vessel  moves — the  sails 
Are  scarce  expanded  by  the  sorrowing  gales. 
Lo,  as  her  flag  divides  the  clouds  in  heaven, 
A  coffin  blackness  to  their  folds  is  given  ! 

The  shores  behold  her  in  deep  silence  bent, 
As  dull  she  travels  through  her  element.  550 

Conflicting  passions  reel  in  every  breast  ; 
Now,  buoy'd  with  hope,  and  now,  by  fear  depress'd  : 

"  O    Thou,  Who  sway'st   the    ocean  !"   thus   they 
breathe, 
"  Once  more  the  laurel  round  his  temples  wreathe ; 
Vouchafe  to  shield  him  when  the  lightnings  burn — 
Aud  O,  the  hero  to  our  arms  return  !" 

But  heaven  deign'd  not  to  listen  to  their  prayer  ; 
'Twas  lost  like  desert  sweetness  on  the  air. 

The  meanwhile,  Mutiny  was  bent  to  find 

A  plan  best  suited  to  effect  his  mind, —  560 

He  saw  the  boatswain's  heart  from  union  riven, 

And  all  his  soul  to  deep  temptation  given. 

Soft  he  approached  him,  cover'd  in  a  mist, 
His  hellish  deed  the  better  to  assist, — 
When  secret  he  was  crouch'd  behind  a  mask, 
To  pour  a  reeling  portion  from  his  flask 
To  mad  his  brains — (O,  cursed  be  that  night. 
When  some  hell-fury  brought  the  art  to  light 
To  melt  the  harvest  to  empoisoning  fume  ; 
To  bury  men  while  breathing,  in  the  tomb  !)  570 

10 
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While  thus  he  drew  it  forth, — in  covert  hid  ; 
(His  passion  such,  he'd  drink  it  from  the  head 
The  grave  cast  up !) — the  fiend,  with  purpose  fell, 
Pour'd  a  strong  drop — the  strongest  drop  of  hell. 
Into  the  draught,  hot  hissing  from  his  vein — 
To  work  the  working  of  Columbia's  bane. 

The  tempted  drank  it ! — Soon  it  fir'd  his  blood — 
He  mutter'd  to  himself  in  frenzied  mood. 
Nor  was  his  tongue  alone  diseased ;  his  brain. 
His  heart,  each  fibre,  every  secret  vein.  580 

AVords  came  at  length,  but  soft — scarce  heard  aloud — 
But  soon  they  drew  th'  attention  of  the  crowd  ; 

"  And  who  is  this,  with  scorn  upon  his  brow, 
To  whose  behest  or  tyranny  we  bow  ? 
So  long  has  he  on  fulsome  praise  been  fed, 
He  steps  above  us  with  imperious  tread. 
Rumour  reports,  he  stuug  the  Peacock's  life 
With  such  superior  judgment  in  the  strife. 
As  to  excel  all  battles  on  the  deep, 

Since  the  first  action  of  a  fighting  ship.  590 

'Twould  pride  me  well  to  learn  of  such  a  man. 
'Tis  air — light  air  ! — The  compass  of  a  span 
Would  overreach  his  mind.     He  may  have  blood 
To  act  a  madman's  gestures  on  the  flood. 
But  not  the  courage  to  attack  a  foe. 
Cool  and  deliberate — pointed  every  blow. 

"  Admit   the  Peacock  ended,  as  report 
Stated  the  feat — 'twas  not  the  mind's  effort, 
That  gave  her  up  to  death — but  chance,  mere  chance— 
'Tis  strange  he's  lauded  for  this  circumstance —         600 
A  very  nothing — feat  of  ignorance  ! 
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"'  What  skill  of  naval  judgment  now,  I  pray, 
Does  he  in  sailing  from  the  port  display, 
To  meet  with  yonder  Briton  in  the  strife, 
Where  we  are  dooni'd  to  render  up  our  life  ? 
A  better  ship  through  ocean  never  ran, 
More  than  supplied — and  chosen,  every  man  ; 
A  ship  that  never  yielded  to  a  foe — 
Never  in  harbour  bent  her  colours  low  ! 
But  this  dark  vessel  has  been  fir'd  upon,  610 

And  that,  without  her  answering  of  a  gun  ! 
Her  hateful  colours  Barron  order'd  down, 
And  bent  her  kneeling  to  the  British  crown  ! 

*•  Yea,  Heaven's  against  us  !  was  not  the  sun 
Muffled  in  death-robes  at  the  time  of  noon  ? 
Did  not,  without  a  cause,  the  main-brace  stay, 
At  the  same  hour,  with  solemn  sounds  give  way  ? 
And  were  there  not  strange  noises  in  the  night, 
Like  dying  groans,  upon  the  fore-top  height  ? 
And  did  not  three  of  us,  distinct  behold  620 

A  pallid  ghost,  in  bloody  garments  roll'd  !  ! 

"  Who,  with  such  omens,  would  pretend  to  go 
To  wage  the  battle  with  an  abler  foe  ? 
None  but  a  madman — none  would  leave  the  strand, 
Except  a  Lawrence  held  the  ship's  command. 

''  Besides,  ere  this,  our  dues  should  be  receiv'd — 
Yes,  ere  the  anchor  from  its  bod  be  heav'd  ! 
Let  braggarts  boast  of  being  brave  and  true, 
But  I'll  no  effort  till  I  havenjy  due  ! 
My  country  has  my  love,  but  self  much  more —        630 
Without  arrears,  by  me  no  gun  shall  roar. 
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"  What  means  this  tyrant? — what ! — to  stand  for  all  r 
Resist  the  enemy  ? — in  battle  fall — 
"While  nothing  have  we  left  for  children— wives  ? 
No  man  can  bear  it,  not  a  man  that  lives  ! 
By  me,  no  ball  shall  at  the  foe  be  driven, 
Till  full  arrearage  for  the  past  be  given  ! 

"  No  doubt  the  President  has  plac'd  it  here — 
Yea,  and  full  soon,  'twill  manifest  appear, 
That  Lawrence  keeps  it  in  his  coffers  hid,  640 

And  with  close  lock  secures  the  iron  lid, 
That  we,  his  valiant  but  his  subject  crew 
May  beg  for  that  which  is  our  lawful  due  : 
Crouch  to  his  footstool — lap  his  spittle  up, 
And  drink  the  meanest  dregs  of  slavery's  cup  ! 

"  Ere  this  would  I,  I'd  render  up  my  breath, 
Sink  down  to  hell — endure  a  felon's  death  !" 

His  voice  commenc'd  in  whisper — but  at  close. 
His  words  came  faster,  and  his  accents  rose. 
At  first  one  listen'd — then  another  stood  ;  650 

A  third  assented  that  his  words  were  good  ; 
Soon,  numbers  hearken'd  to  his  poisoning  tongue. 
Rank  with  the  venom  of  the  fury  strung  : 

Like  this,  a  swain,  to  clear  his  stubblo  land, 
Touches  the  chafl'with  an  exciting  brand  ; 
A  single  blade  first  catches  with  the  flame  ; 
Another  flashes  into  life  the  same  : 
Another,  and  another,  and  another  glows, 
And  soon  a  circle  of  small  compass  shows, 
From  which  the  infant  fire  with  lameness  creeps  ;       cGO 
At  length  enrag'd,  it  desolating  sweeps 
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The  arid  field.     The  winds  from  slumber  rise, 
And  cast  the  fragments  burning  to  the  skies  : 

Thus  Mut'ny  spreads  disaster  through  the  ship, 
As  slow  she  cleaves  the  bosom  of  the  deep  ; 
The  flooding  tide  was  pouring  in  ahead, 
To  stay  her  progress  from  the  conflict  dread. 

While  thus  upon  the  earth  : — the  BlessM  above, 
With  golden  tires  assembled  in  the  grove  ; 
Fredonia  rising,  the  deep  silence  broke —  670 

Th'  empyreals  pondering  every  word  she  spoke  : 

"  Synod  of  saints — illustrious  host  of  heaven  I 
To  vvhom  the  breath  of  Deity  is  given  ! 
Since  last  the  seraph  call'd  us  to  this  bower, 
I've  mark'd  the  sadness  of  Columbia's  power. 

"  Behold,  the  Stys^ian  monarch,  far  and  wide 
The  nation  traverses,  with  besom  stride. 
On  Hampshire's  clifls,  conceal'd  from  every  eye, 
He  holds  dark  conclave  with  his  agency  ; 
Wide  through  the  land  they  drive  pale  death  severe  j  680 
Dismay  and  terrour  flaming  on  their  rear. 
Deep-plotting  Treason,  Cowardice  conjoin'd  ; 
The  army  west  to  royalty  resign'd  ; 
The  savage  hordes  in  gather'd  clouds  come  forth 
To  riot  in  tlie  blood  of  infant  birth  ! 

"  Such  the  disaster  of  the  banded  powers  ; 
But  on  the  ocean  proud,  the  Kagle  towers. 
Porter  bears  high  his  standard  on  the  wave  : 
The  Lion  shuns,  or  crouciiei  to  the  brave. 
19* 
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Not  Lawrence  need  I  name — my  chosen  sou,  690 

Who  late   a  laurel  in  his  glory  won, 
Eclipsing  history's  page — on  the  same  even, 
Hart,  Boyd,  and  Wiihams  bore  the  news  to  heaven. 
Nor  dwell  upon  his  worth — h\s  foes  speak  this, 
By  kind  indulgence  in  their  wretchedness. 

"  But  O — Alas  !  'twas  in  thy  native  town, 
Franklin,  they  strove  to  crush  the  hero  down  ; 
Revil'd  and  stamp'd  him  with  the  stain  of  blood, 
That  he  in  battle  should  the  foe  inflood  ! 
Pronounc'd  anathemas  of  deepest  dye  700 

Against  the  man — the  favourite  of  the  sky  ! 

"  Now,  he  guides  forth  the  Chesapeake  to  sea, 
A  ship  bestain'd  with  uuwash'd  infamy. 
To  meet  the  Shannon — boast  of  royal  power. 
Of  all  that  waves  the  Albion  Cross  the  flower. 
I  fear  the  issue — for,  behold  I  saw 
Two  fiends  in  league  to  aid  the  Shannon's  war  ; 
Vengeance  and  Mutiny — the  worst  of  forms, 
That  measure  earth,  or  ride  upon  the  storms." 

She  ended  with  a  sigh.     And  Franklin  rose  710 

With  brow  unalter'd — such  as  wisdom  shows  : 

**  Such  is  the  feebleness  of  man  below, 
That  few  a  blessing  in  possession  know  ; 
But  when  withdrawn,  he  pines  in  grief  full  sore 
For  that  he  priz'd  as  worthless  dross  before. 
That  his  revilers  sharp  may  feel  remorse. 
And  weep  in  anguish  for  their  outrag'd  course. 
Bring  Lawrence  here,  with  every  virtue  bless'd. 
To  bask  in  sunbeams  of  eternal  rest." 
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Scarce  had  he  finished,  when  consent  was  given    720 
To  call  him  from  die  earth,  to  feast  on  joys  in  heaven. 

What  time  they  thus  in  holiness  above, 
In  sight  the  Chesapeake  of  Shannon  hove  ; 
For  heretofore,  an  intervening  isle 
Eclips'd  the  view,  save  top-masts,  flcJgs,  and  sail. 

Lawrence  for  battle  congregates  his  crew, 
And  once  again  invokes  them  to  be  true  ; 
For  he  some  partial  whisperings  had  heard, 
That  discontent  in  many  a  bosom  stirr'd  : 

"  Look,  and  behold  the  enemy  in  sight  !  730 

Now  let  each  mariner  contend  his  rigiu  ! 
Inflame  the  streams  of  life  ! — tight  strain  each  nerve  ! 
The  lofty  plaudits  of  the  brave  deserve. 
Prove  to  the  world  our  energies  are  strong, 
When  Justice  arms  to  vindicate  our  wrong. 
Our  trust  is  heav'n,that  we  the  fight  shall  gain, 
Or,  thai  denied — we  fall  like  martyrs,  slain  ; 
For  who  would  deign  to  live,  our  banner  down  ; 
The  vessel  hail'd  in  triumph  to  the  crown  ? 
Ourselves  in  chains — yea — spit  upon — revil'd —        740 
Far  from  our  country  and  our  friends  exil'd  ! 

In  dungeon  dampness 

Hold  !  My  bosom  swells 
Beyond  the  thought  of  life  !     What  hero  dwells, 
Hearing  my  voice,  but  that  his  heart  with  me, 
Would  rather  break  its  prison  and  be  free  ! 
None — none — not  one  ! — The  Stars  that  gild  the  mast. 
Shall  shine,  as  heaven,  unclouded  till  the  last ! 
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Yea,  ere  their  beams  shall  fade,  we'll  yield  our  breath, 
And  for  our  Country  die  a  living  death ; 
Yea,  fame  eternal  is  the  deathless  meed  750 

To  those  who,  righteous,  for  their  freedom  bleed  ! 

"  Let  nothing  doubt  we  conquer  in  the  fight, 
If  soul,  if  heart  in  brotherhood  unite  ; 
Be  but  resolv'd  to  triumph  or  to  die, 
Then  will  our  banner  wave  in  victory  !" 

A  pause  ensu'd  the  moment  he  had  done  ; 
A  sullen  murmuring  through  the  vessel  run  ; 
The  deepening  whispers  buzz'd  from  man  to  man  ; 
At  length,  the  voice  of  mutiny  began  : 

"  My  pride  is  in  my  flag  :  But  how  can  we  7^0 

Put  forth  iu  war  our  hearts'  full  energy. 
While  sad  our  children  cry  for  means  to  live  ; 
And  tears,  for  bread,  our  wives  for  answer  give  ! 
Were  we  not   hurried  hence  without  our  pay, 
With  food  scarce  equal  for  the  present  day  ? 
Ah,  who  can  fight  with  valour  on  the  deep, 
While  all  that  feeds  the  soul,  with  hunger  weep  ."' 

Lawrence  with  anguish  mark'd  the  treacherous  flame, 
And  scarce  had  power  to  keep  his  passion  tame  ; 
He  glanc'd  his  sword,  to  snatch  upon  the  steel,  770 

To  make  the  mutineer  its  sharpness  feel : 
But  reason  came — his  sudden  heat  allay'd — 
The  brief,  mad  motion  of  his  arm  she  stay'd. 
He  views  the  strength  of  the  seditious  power  ; 
The  brewing  fight  impending  on  the  hour  ; 
And  saw  the  time  would  suffer  no  delay 
To  curb,  with  trial,  those  who  led  aStray  ; 
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Hence,  he  his  soul  inclin'd  to  milder  views — 
And  sign'd  the  whole  an  order  for  their  dues. 

So  a  fond  parent,  with  a  wayward  child,  780 

First  tries  th'  effect  of  lenient  reason  mild  ; 
Nor  treats  the  young  offence  with  rod  severe, 
But  bathes  the  foible  with  forgiving  tear. 

Having  commission  for  their  toils  receiv'd, 
A  righteous  number  for  their  conduct  griev'd. 
And  now  the  hero,  with  a  starting  tear. 
Besought  his  crew  their  country  to  revere : 

"  Let  the  past  cloud  be  vanish'd  from  our  sight — 
Melted  and  lost  in  patriotick  light ! 
Let  all  our  minor  enmities  expire  790 

Before  the  torch  of  Freedom's  holy  fire  ! 

"  Should  we  in  battle  render  up  our  lives. 
Our  grateful  country  will  revere  our  wives ; 
Our  orphans,  left  upon  her  breast  behind, 
Will  the  soft  nurture  of  a  parent  find. 

"  Now  to  his  place  each  mariner  repair, 
For  lo,  in  distance  of  the  foe  we  bear  ; 
Swear — kneel  to  heaven,  the  victory  to  gain. 
Or  find  a  death  eternal,  in  the  main  ! 
Let  no  dark  spot  becloud  the  crystal  mind —  800 

Let  the  soul  reach  to  something  that-s  refin'd  !'' 

Choice  numbers  heard,  and  every  fueling  shar'd, 
And  to  theiV  stations  with  proud  hearts  repaired  ; 
Some  to  the  guns — some  nimble  in  the  air. 
Climb  to  the  tops  to  fight  the  Britons  there. 

Lawrence  reclines  upon  the  staff  of  hope. 
That  now  tlie  boatswain's  mutiny  would  stop  ; 
But  ah,  that  staff  is  nothing  but  a  reed 
To  break,  and  fall,  and  cause  the  land  to  bleed  ; 
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For  still  the  poison  lurks  within  his  soul —  810 

No  generous  action  could  his  hell  control. 

The  fame  of  Lawrence  stings  his  silk-worm'd  heart 

Severe  and  deep  with  envj^'s  venom'd  dart — 

His  towering  virtues — his  majestick  height, 

Are  basilisk  poison  to  his  rancorous  sight. 

With  dark  malignity  his  passions  swell — 

Hot  in  his  bosora  burns  the  fire  of  hell  : 

Thus,  when  the  raving  of  unsparing  flame 

Riots  in  cities  long  renown'd  in  fame, 

The  feeble  streams  that  sprinkle  on  the  fire  820 

But  mount  the  blaze  above  the  loftiest  spire  : 

So  Lawrence's  virtues  but  augment  his  wrath — 
He  spreads  his  poison  in  a  secret  path. 

When  th'  Shannon  saw  the  Chesapeake  in  sight, 
She  made  to  sea  to  gain  a  roomy  fight  ; 
And  as  the  vessel  through  the  ocean  press'd. 
Brook  to  his  crew  a  hero's  soul  express'd : 

"  Behold  the  Eagle-battle-ship  bears  down  ! 
Now  prove  the  ancient  valour  of  the  crown  ! 
The  victory  is  ours  ! — Behold,  in  night,  830 

Nelson  the  great  appeared  before  my  sight, 
And  spoke  the  words  of  joy  ! — ^  Cast  back  thy  fear — 
Lo  I,  invisible,  will  hover  near. 

And  give  the  Shannon  fame  !' 

Our  admiral  now. 
Is  standing  o'er  us  with  approving  brow  ! 
Let  every  Briton  in  his  voice  confide — 
Methinks  I  see  him  on  the  waters  ride  ! 

"  Immortal  Spirit  !  come  !  make  strong  our  hands. 
And  steel  our  hearts — whose  genius  none  withstands  ! 
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Thine  energies  impart  ! — let  none  defile  840 

Thy  glories  brilliant,  of  Trafalgar,  Nile  ! 

Let  none  the  Lion  'neath  the  Kagl<^  cower — 

Give  us  thy  conquering  arm  to  vindicate  thy  power  ! 

^'  iMethinks  I  feel  him  quicken  in  my  soul  ! 
Shrink  not, ye  Britons,  when  the  flames  shall  roll? 
Do  not  your  bosoms  throb  with  impulse  strong, 
To  hear  the  rough  note  jarring  from  the  tongue 
Of  bellowing  War  ? — Then,  scorn  the  ship  to  fly — 
Involve  the  sea  in  fire, — let  thunders  break  the  sky  I" 

Like  the  quick  thrill,  produc'd  by  Franklin  fires,  SOO 
The  name  of  Nelson  every  nerve  inspires  ; 
The  ship  no  longer  on  the  ocean  flies — 
Each  Briton  touch'd  with  former  victories. 

Meantime  the  Chesapeake  was  moving  slow, 
Deep  sunk  in  ocean  freighted  with  her  wo. 
Proud  in  the  Shannon  tnoughts  of  conquest  swell, 
While  in  the  Chesapeake  the  work  of  hell. 

And  now  th'  inferior  sails  of  each  are  furPd, 
Ready  to  strike  the  other  from  the  world  ; 
Like  threat'ning  spirits  on  the  wave  they  move,         SG'd 
When  scowling  tempests  darken  heaven  above. 

Brook  waves  the  signal  ! — Loud  the  Shannon  roars — 
Lawrence  in  answer,  full  a  broadside  pours  ; 
The  Briton  presently  returns  tiie  blow, 
W  hich  strikes  a  patriot  with  a  death-wound  low. 

White,  science-taught,  was  n)aster  of  the  sail, 
To  spread  them  open  when  the  breezes  fail ; 


228  FREDOMAD.      CANTO  MI. 

Or,  when  they  whistled  with  an  impulse  brief, 

Them  to  make  short  with  a  contracting  reef  ; 

Or,  when  the  vessel  saiFd  aside  the  wind,  870 

To  bend  them  quartering  with  a  skilful  mind  : — 

This  was  his  pride  ;  and  well  could  he  perform 

Th'  important  art,  in  terap'rate,  or  in  storm. 

Now,  as  the  second  peal  from  Shannon  rung  : 
"  Take  in  the  fore-top  !''  echoed  from  his  tongue  ; 
'•  The  gib-sheets  reef,  lads,  reef  !  the  halyards  clear  ! 

The  mizzen  top" 

A  bullet  graz'd  his  ear, 
And  broke  the  jaw,  as  looking  up  he  stood — 
He  fell  without  a  struggle  in  his  blood  ! 
His  heart  a  moment  quiver'd  whh  its  flame,  880 

Then  beat  no  more,  and  cold  with  death  became. 

A  ball,  the  same  time,  struck  the  centre  mast, 
And  leap'd  at  Lawrence,  as  oblique  it  past, 
And  tore  the  muscles  of  his  dexter  thigh, 
But  not  unalter'd  was  the  hero's  eye. 
The  wound  was  quite  forgotten  in  his  fame : 

"  Kindle  the  mind  ! — Another  broadside;  flame  !*' 
Scarce  had  the  mandate  from  his  bosom  broke, 
When  like  the  elements  the  cannon  spoke, 
Which  laid  the  enemy  thick  strowu  with  dead —       890 
But  Brook  returned  an  equal  slaughter  dread. 

Ballard,  of  tender  years,  and  generous  Broom, 
Found  by  one  death-shot  an  expiring  doom. 
Breast  touching  breastthey  bleed, — grasp  d  hand  in  hand 
A  lovely  pair,  long  bound  in  friendship's  band. 
Their  dying  eyes  speak  all  the  tender  soul  .' — 
Two  tears  half  formed,  in  either  eyelid  roll ; 
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But  ere  the  drops  are  rounded  to  the  full, 
Death  preys  on  life,  and  makes  their  silver  duli. 
Their  Spirits  freed,  the  steep  of  heaven  they  climb,  900 
From  star  to  star  to  reach  their  home  sublime. 

Thus  two  fair  lilies,  in  their  love  sincere, 
Bloom'd  for  each  other  in  the  spring-time  year  ; 
Each  yielding  each  the  essence  pure  of  bliss, 
Their  lips  saluting  tender  with  a  kiss : 
While  thus  they  flourish 'd — wedded  side  to  side, 
A   worm   consura'd  their  root— embracM  in  death,  they 
died. 

So  liv'd,  so  flourish'd  youthful  Ballard,  Broom, 
Nor  broke  their  holy  friendship  in  the  tomb. 

As  near,  more  near,  the  vessels  edge  in  fight,         91Q 
Fierce,  and  more  fierce  they  kindle  in  their  spite. 

Swift  from  the  Shannon's  top  a  bullet  flew, 
And  pierc'd  the  arm  oPLawrence  burning  through  ; 
Fainting  he  reels  !  but  'gainst  the  cabin  way. 
He  leaning,  saves   his  fall ;  maintains  the  fray  ! 
Though  his  rich  blood  flows  copious  from  each  wound, 
He  smiles  unalter'd,  in  the  strife  profound  ! 

When  Ludlow  mark'd  his  second  Ufe-stream  flow, 
He  sprang  and  urg'd  him  to  retire  below : 

"  Lawrence  !  O  let  me  press  you  to  withdraw,      920 
And  seek  a  moment's  respite  from  this  war, 
Till  these  unsightly  wounds  are  staunch'd  of  blood  ; 
Doubt  not,  till  death,  my  efforts  on  the  flood. 
Though  thy  proud  bearing  may  disdain  the  thought — 
But  mortal  sinew  of  frail  clay  was  wrought ; 
20 
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Thy  spirit  may  be  strong,  but  flesh  is  weak — 
I  mark  ir  waning  in  thy  fading  cheek  !" 

The  bleeding  Lawrence  grasp'd  him  by  the  hand  : 
"  If  mortal  man  could  sway  me  from  command, 

O  Ludlow  !  thou  art  he'' 

Death  stinging  came  930 

And  wounded  Ludlow,  as  he  spoke  his  name. 
The  cruel  messenger  his  stomach  past — 
But  Lawrence  held  him  to  his  bosom  fast ; 
The  last  faint  flutter  of  his  heart  he  bore, 
Then  eas'd  him  down,  all  shrouded  in  his  gore   ! 
The  big  tear  trembled  on  the  hero's  cheek  : 

'•  My  death  is  bliss  ! — no  other  did  I  seek  !*' 
A  moment  he  reviv'd — then  stretch'd  his  limbs  ; 
The  film  of  darkness  o'er  his  vision  swims  ; 
Thickening  it  settles  deep  upon  his  sight,  940 

Shrouding  his  being  with  the  pall  of  night. 

Lawrence  recovers  of  his  weeping  eye, 
For  now  the  battle  kindles  to  the  sky  ; 
He  braves  the  storm  in  blood.     Deep  thunders  roll, 
Which  seem  to  echo  to  the  distant  pole. 

As  when  two  isles  of  ice,  in  Arctick  deep, 
Rear  their  bleak  heads  to  heaven's  high  vaulted  steep  ; 
Their  base  a  thousand  fathoms  sunk  beneath, 
Where  sea-bred  monsters  search  for  shipwrecked  death. 
The  storm,  descending  on  the  main  at  length,  950 

Kouse  the  full  ocean  to  its  foaming  strength  ; 
Each  rolls  on  each,  with  crushing  horrour  driven — 
The  shock  tremendous  seems  creation  riven  ; 
The  huge  leviathans  in  caverns  roar  ; 
Th'  affrighted  sea  shrinks  backward  to  the  shore. 
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Like  this  the  vessels  in  their  rage  contend — 
The  arch  of  heaven  their  solid  thunders  rend  ; 
Black  clouds  of  sulphur  wrap  the  ocean  round  ; 
Bolts,  wing'd  with  fire,  convulse  at  every  sound  ; 
The  sea,  deep  changing  to  a  purple  flood,  960 

Grows  warm  and  smoking  with  the  waste  of  blood. 

In  dread  suspense  the  fight  was  long  maintained, 
At  length  the  Chesapeake  the  advantage  gaiu'd  : 
Her  iron  globes  the  Shannon's  bulwarks  bor'd — 
And  still,  unsparing,  through  her  life  they  pour'd  ; 
The  drowning  deep  rush'd  in  !     To  wear  she  strove, 
So  vast  the  ruins  through  her  vitals  drove. 

Lawrence  (though  pale  his  cheek,  his  eye  like  fire 
Bright  flash'd  his  soul,)  proclaims  his  heait's  desire  : 

"  Behold,  she  reels — she  fails  !     Range,  range  ahead  ! 
Assail  her  bows  and  strike  her  with  the  dead  !  971 

Break  through  her  ribs  of  life  !     Let  nothing  lag — 
A  moment,  and  behold  she  strikes  her  flag  I 
Run — run  upon  her  prow  !     She  bears  away — 
Rejoice  with  dying,  and  we  gain  the  day  ! 
Think  not  of  living,  when  to  die  is  gain — 
He  lives  eternal  who  in  fight  is  slain  !*' 

While  this  was  utter'd,  Lawrence  seem'd  a  ghost, 
So  pale  his  cheek — his  colour  all  was  lost. 
Save  where  in  spots,  the  gore  liad  made  a  stain,        980 
As  though  he'd  quicken'd  after  he  was  slain  ! 
The  strangeness  of  his  look  touch'd  every  heart- 
Yea,  e'en  the  mutineer  was  chang'd  in  part  ! 

At  once  with  wings  of  fire,  the  vessel  wears, 
And  round  upon  the  bow  of  Shannon  bears  ; 
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The  Albion  standard  totters  to  a  fall ; 
Her  decks  are  made  a  slaughtered  funeral. 

At  this  bright  instant,  on  bleak  Hampshire  far, 
The  Fiend,  deep-cavern'd,  felt  the, shock  of  war. 
Alarm'd  lest  hell  itself  might  feel  decay,  990 

He  came  in  folded  mist,  conceal'd  from  day  ; 
And,  as  he  pass'd,  he  snatch'd  a  mountain  spur, 
Which  made  the  earth  through  all  her  entrails  stir. 
His  scowl  was  like  a  thunder-cloud  in  storm, 
Brewing  its  wrath  creation  to  deform. 

He  breaks  his  sweating  passion  :  "  What,  must  We, 
In  every  conflict,  save  them  from  the  sea  ? 
Is  this  an  infant  race  ?     No  time  to  wait — 
The  Shannon  sinks  beneath  the  battle's  weight  !" 

This  having  said,  he  hurl'd  the  ruin  down,  1000 

Which  seem'd  a  desperate  effort  of  the  crown  : 

As  when  a  mountain  by  an  earthquake  moves 
With  all  its  castle  rocks,  and  streams,  and  groves  ; 
At  first  it  reels,  then,  plunging  with  a  bound. 
Buries  whole  cities  in  its  waste  profound  ; 

Like  this  the  weight  upon  the  vessel  fell, 
W^hich  in  the  ocean  caus'd  a  shipwreck  swell. 
Her  masts,  her  tackle, — all  her  sheets  are  torn — 
The  brave  stand  panick  with  their  hopes  forlorn. 
A  cold  despair  their  sinking  hearts  overwhelm  ;        1010 
The  ship  no  longer  answers  to  the  helm. 
She  swings  her  bow  and  takes  the  wind  aback, 
And  staggering  reels  upon  tiie  Shannon's  track. 
Her  left  bow  anclior  fixes  in  her  stern  ; 
And  now  the  Albion  iiives  her  death  in  turn  ! 
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<^  Board  !    Board  !    my  heroes  ?"     Lawrence  spoke 
with  fire. 
The  valiant  rose  to  conquer,  or  expire. 
His  spirit,  like  a  deity,  reviv'd 
Their  palsied  hearts,  which  thrilling  life  receiv'd. 
His  wounds  were  disregarded  in  his  mind —  1020 

Forward  he  rush'd  to  lead  the  bold  inclinM  ; 
His  circling  brand  cast  forth  unusual  light, 
And  flashed  severe  upon  a  Briton's  sight, 
High  in  the  mizzen  top — who  strove  to  bear 
The  lead  upon  his  breast,  butlo,  the  glare, 
Reflected  from  the  falchion,  dimmed  his  eyo 
Like  lightning  arrows  glancing  from  the  sky. 

At  length,  his  brow  contracting,  duli'd  the  light, 
And  gave  his  bosom  partial  to  the  sight ; 
At  glance  he  aim'd  the  instrument  of  death  ;  1030 

The  ruin  pass'd  his  noble  heart  beneath  ! 

Budd  sprang  and  caught  the  hero  on  his  breast, 
His  soul  in  speechless  agony  distressed  : 
But  Lawrence  rous'd  him  with  his  fading  lip — 
"  Board  !   Board  !    my  heart !     And  Don-t  give  up  the 

Ship  /" 
He  faints.     Young  Hopewell,  and  the  tender  Brown, 
Bear  him  with  sorrow  to  a  couch  of  down  ; 
Sad  they  resign  him  to  the  surgeon's  care. 
And  swift  return  to  aid  the  pressing  war. 

Evans  and-Livingston,  as  Lawrence  fell,  1040 

Sunk  in  their  blood  and  bade  the  world  farewell. 
They  scorn'd  their  lives,  when  they  the  hero  saw 
Fainting  to  death,  and  from  the  deck  withdraw. 

20* 
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A  reeking  pike  was  driven  through  the  first ; 
An  unknown  lead  struck  Livingston  to  dust. 

As  Hopewell  eager  from  the  cabin  rose 
To  urge  despairing  conflict  with  his  foes, 
A  torn-off  splinter  from  the  quarter  flew, 
And  caus'd  a  blindness  of  bis  eyebeams  blue  !  1049 

He  falls,  he  gasps,  where  Lawrence's  blood  was  shed  ; 
With  brow  in  smiles,  he  slumbers  with  the  dead  I 

When  Lawrence  fainted,  Budd  wav'd  high  his  sword, 
And  echo'd  with  a  tear  his  parting  word  : 

"  Carve  with  the  falchion  deep — and  rush  along. 
And  do  the  order  of  his  dying  tongue  ! 
Behold,  the  crazy  Shannon  sinks  !  she  fails  ! 
A  moment,  and  her  trembling  standard  quails  ! 
Put  forth  the  soul  !  nor  let  th'  occasion  slip — 
Board  !  Board  !  my  he nrts  !     And  Don-t  give  up  the 

Ship  r 

Full  as  he  clos'd,  he  flash'd  in  air  his  brand  106Q 

T'  invade  the  Shannon  with  a  chosen  band, 
Determined  never,  never  to  return 
While  a  brief  flicker  of  life's  flame  should  burn. 

But  in  the  act,  upon  the  foe  to  thrust, 
A  spark  inflam'd  a  canister  of  dust. 
Which  dash'd  him  on  the  deck.     Midst  flame  he  rose, 
So  eager  in  his  mind  with  death  to  close. 
But  his  division,  drove  disordered  back — 
Benumb'd  their  eflbrts  from  the  bold  attacb*  1069 

Brook  saw  th'  advantage,  and  with  boldness  cried  : 
"  Leap  into  Freedom,  and  escape  the  tide  ! 
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See,  how  the  Shannon  settles  in  the  mahi  ! 
The  sands  are  few,  that  we  can  here  maintain  ! 
f^o  chance  of  life,  save  boarding  them  from  ours, 
And  gain  possession  of  Columbian  powers  ! 

Scarce  he  the  speech  had  finish'd  from  his  tongue, 
When  he  with  fifty  on  the  vessel  sprung. 

Sudden  a  thought  glanc'd  Budd:  "  Haul  the  fore  tack  ! 
And  shoot  the  Chesapeake  from  Albion's  wreck  ! 
Lo,  Brook  is  ours,  divided  from  his  crew  !  1080 

Give  the  souFs  effort ! — we  the  foe  subdue  !" 

A  chosen  number  make  the  bold  assay 
To  free  their  anchor  from  the  stern  away. 
The  poize  of  vict'ry  on  the  act  depends  ; 
The  anchor  loos'd,  the  scale  to  Budd  descends. 

The  boatswain  now  in  I)is  defiance  stood, 
And  thus  address'd  the  disaffected  crowd, 
Standing  at  distance,  i^eckless  to  descry 
The  ship  resigning  to  the  enemy  !  1089 

"  What  means  it  all  ?     May  I  be  hurl'd  to  death, 
Yea,  fry  in  hottest  flames  with  fiends  beneath, 
If  ship  to  disengage,  I  move  a  hand, 
Or  raise  a  finger  at  his  mad  command ! 
And  those  I  deem  as  idiots,  who  remain 
To  toil  and  fight,  and  in  their  blood  be  slain  ! 
What,  cringe  to  all  ?     To  Budd  must  rule  be  given  ? 
Is  he  supreme  ?     I  heed  him  not-,  by  heaven  !" 

As  when  th'  Infernal,  in  his  pride  on  high. 
His  bosom  swelFd  with  rancorous  enmity, 
Ilarangu'd  the  envious  to  unite  in  one,  1100 

And  cast  th'  Eternal  backward  from  his  throne  : 
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Two  thirds,  apostate  from  their  brightness  fell, 
And  folio  w'd  north,  the  monarchy  of  hell : 

So,  when  this  felon  his  defiance  spoke, 
Two  thirds  in  scorn,  the  valiant  deed  forsook  ! 

Budd  stood   a  gelid  spirit  on  the  ship, 
As  though  late  risen  from  the  blood-stain'd  deep  ; 
His  large  dark  eyes  were  fill'd  with  anger's  glare  ; 
But  soon  that  passion  yielded  to  despair  ; 
Frenzy  returning,  forth  his  soul  was  storm  ;  1110 

Then  pallid  grief  o'ershades  his  noble  form. 

Thus  a  huge  billow  of  a  troubled  sea, 
With  chafing  heaves  its  foaming  head  to  day  ; 
Then  sinks  as  deep  within  the  ocean  vast, — 
But,  goon  excited  by  the  driving  blast, 
Ascends  with  rage  above  the  stormy  rack  ; 
As  soon  it  settles  to  the  centre  back ; 
Again  it  tosses  to  the  scowling  heaven ; 
Again  to  caverns  of  the  ocean  driven. 

So  whirling  passions  his  heart's  centre  tore,  1120 

His  bosom  sweating  with  large  drops  of  gore. 

Lo,  while  he  stood  thus  tortur'd  in  his  mind, 
A  fiery  lead  came  whistling  through  the  wind, 
And  graz'd  his  skull  !     Insensible,  a  stone, 
He  fell,  without  th'  utterance  of  a  groan  ; 
Oblivion  veiFd  his  senses  from  the  past. 
And  hid  tli'  affliction  that  the  ship  overcast. 

The  Britons  now  gain  footing  on  the  deck, 
By  strong  divisions  rushing  from  the  wreck  ; 
Yet  are  the  free  not  conquer'd  '  still  they  wound,  1130 
And  blood  they  scatter  in  profusion  round. 
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Brook  now  and  Livermore  meet  eye  to  eye  ; 
They  stand,  brow  scowling,  ere  they  close  to  die  : 
Thus  when  a  tiger,  passing  by  a  stream, 
Beholds  the  eyeballs  of  a  lion  gleam. 
Each  glares  in  silence,  kindling  in  his  ire  ; 
Then  rush  they  forth  the  other  to  expire  : 
So  stood  they  pausing  with  their  arms  up»rais'd. 
While  their  fix'd  eyes  like  midnight  meteors  blaze. 

The  messenger  divine,*  his  death  advanc'd,  1140 

And  quick  the  shining  of  the  silver  glanc'd  ; 
By  the  swell'd  wind-pipe,  swift  the  globule  flies, 
Near  where  the  vital  artery  throbbing  lies. 
Brook's  falchion  at  the  instant  gleam 'd  in  air- 
It  strikes  ! — mixes  the  brains  with  tangled  hair. 
The  brand  is  buried  in  the  hero's  neck — 
Both  fall  in  blood  upon  the  gory  deck  ! 

Righteous  thy  feet,  brave  Livermore  !  have  trod 
The  path  of  virtue — minister  of  God  ! 
Now  thou  hast  found  the  longing  of  thy  soul,  1150 

Freed  from  this  earth  where  troublous  oceans  roll. 
Not  thou  for  form  did'st  wear  the  robes  of  heaven  ; 
But  to  thy  country  were  thy  efforts  given. 
Thus  by  example,  as  by  precept  fair. 
Thou  taught'st  thy  brothers  in  the  war  to  dare  ; 
And  not  with  sanctity,  at  home  to  feed 
On  the  fat  earth,  while  others  toil  and  bleed  ! 

For  this  thy  virtue,  O  that  I  were  strong 
To  give  thy  name  its  merit  in  my  song  ! 
Bui  thou  hast  fled  beyond  the  sphere  of  earth,         llCO 
And,  ripe  for  heaven,  received  its  wonderous  birth  ! 

♦  The  Chaplain, 
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Hence,  all  the  poet's  rhapsodies  are  vain 
T'  entice  thine  ear  to  hearken  to  his  strain  ; 
Yet,  O  accept  th'  emotions  of  my  soul — 
They  fly  to  greet  thee  from  the  earth's  control  ! 
From  age  to  age  will  sound  thy  spotless  fame  ; 
Nor  cease,  till  Nature  shall  forget  her  name  ! 

During  the  conflict,  Vengeance  for  the  crown 
Watch'd  his  fell  chance  to  crush  the  helpless  down  ; 
And  now,  while  Brook  in  swoon  half  dying  lay,       1170 
Whose  virtues  aw'd  him  from  the  strife  away  ; 
Watt  he  approach'd,  (the  form  of  Nelson  took,) 
Half  viewless  in  the  folds  of  heaving  smoke — 
And  to  inflame  his  heart  to  murder,  spoke  : 

"  Think  not  that  I  my  character  made  great, 
By  sparing  those  who  sunk  beneath  my  weight  ; 
You  by  my  voice,  Caracciola  hung. 
For  which,  in  anthem  strains,  my  name  is  sung ; 
Brandish  your  dirk  !     Seek  vengeance  for  the  deed 
Of  th(jse  who  cause  our  heart's  best  veins  to  bleed."  118© 

(Watt  of  the  Shannon  was  the  next  to  Brook,) 
And  scarce  the  fury  had  his  purpose  spoke  ; 
When  dire  he  scowl'd  a  massacreing  look  : 
Like  when  an  image  from  the  grave  comes  forth 
In  half  moon  darkness  to  affright  the  earth  ! 
Deeds  of  rank  murder  agitate  his  soul ; 
His  eyes  start  from  his  head, — hell  flames  they  roll  ; 
A  dagger,  dipp'd  in  blood,  he  wields  in  air  ; 
With  fire  electrick,  flushes  every  hair. 
Foaming  he  grinds  his  teeth, — holding  his  breath  ;    119® 
His  rear  is  follow'd  by  the  stride  of  death  f 
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The  monster  butchers  with  unsparing  knife 
The  wounded  Patriots,  pleading  for  their  life. 
A  weeping  widow  some,  and  some  a  sire  ; 
Some  helpless  orphans,  should  they  dark  expire  : 
The  adder  heard  not— mad   he  onward  strode 
O'er  shivering  death  and  smoking  scenes  of  blood  ! 

Berry  advanc'd  in  all  his  peerless  bloom, 
And  though  his  lace  was  touch'd  with  sorrow's  gloom, 
He  look'd  a  rainbow  on  a  cloud  at  even,  1200 

When  all  the  elements  are  mixM  in  heaven  : 

"  O  stay  the  murder  of  thy  blood-soak'd  hand  ! 
Art  thou  of  Britain  ?  that  once  boasted  land, 
Which,  to  the  bruis'd  in  battle,  pour'(}  a  bain), 
Mix'd  with  a  tear,  that  made  his  sorrows  calm  ? 
I  pray  you  listen  !  prove  thyself  a  man" 

"  Prove  death  !"  .  he  cried,)  and  seiz'd  him  in  his  span, 
Drove  deep  the  daggei^thrice  upon  his  heart  ; 
And,  as  he  fell,  he  ripp'd  his  breast  apart  !  1209 

While  thus  the  wretch — Budd  waken'd  from  his  trance, 
And  snatch'd  at  hand  the  hilt  of  bloody  lance. 
And  tore  an  opening  for  his  life  to  stream  ; 
His  entrails  followed  with  a  dying  scream, 
J  Jke  that  which  echoes  from  the  gallows  plain, 
When  midnight  darkness  hides  the  shrieking  slain. 
The  vessel  shudder'd  as  the  monster  fell ; 
Grim  Vengeance  seiz'd  his  soul  and  bore  it  down  to  hell. 

The  strife  is  done  : — no  strength  to  strike  a  blow — 
The  Cross  floats  high — the  Stars  are  seen  below  ! 
Alas,  the  blinding  sight !     Thou  bleeding  Bark  !     1220 
Thy  course  hath  been  a  cloud  of  midnight  dark. 
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Yea,  thou  hast  been  a  stain  upon  the  earth — 
Dishonour  mark'd  thee  at  thy  hated  birth  I 

Weep  not,  Cohimbia  !     Let  her  name  be  done — 
And  every  thought  upon  her  flag  begone  ; 
But  O,  indulge  thy  weeping  for  the  blood, 
Bathing  her  waist — cold  curdhng  in  the  flood  ! 
O  sweet,  like  dropping  balm,  the  falling  tear, 
That  speaks  the  soul,  when  virtue  loads  the  bier  ! 

The  Fiend,  rejoicing,  to  the  mountain  hied,         1230 
As  though  the  name  of  Liberty  had  died. 
The  mortal  wound  of  Lawrence  pleas'd  bis  soul. 
That  Britain  still  the  ocean  would  control. 

The  time  the  battle  with  success  appeared. 
The  dying  Lawrence  his  attendants  cheer'd. 
For  then  he  grappled  with  the  power  of  death, 
Respiring  full  and  stronger  with  his  breath  : 
But  when  the  Albion  shouts  for  victory  roar'd. 
He  sprang  with  wildness  :  ^'  Carry  me  on  board  ! 
Ludlow,  leap  forward  to  thelanchor  there  !  1240 

What  shout  is  that  f 

He  sunk  with  death's  despair  ! 
But  at  the  moment  of  departing  life. 
Clasping  his  arms  :  *'  My  children,  O  my  wife  !" 

Now  when  the  synod  in  the  bower  of  heaven, 
Prejudg'd  that  death  to  Lawrence  should  be  given, 
That  through  the  portal  he  might  enter  life, 
Freed  from  the  turmoil  of  impassion'd  strife, — 
Fredonia  stood  upon  the  diamond  wall 
To  watch  the  period  of  his  dying  fall. 
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Soon  as  she  saw  him  in  death's  cold  embrace,     1250 
She  shot  from  heaven,  more  rapid  than  the  race 
Of  melted  beams,  descending  clear  at  noon, 
Pure  from  the  radiarit  bosom  of  the  sun. 

She  met  his  Spirit  at  the  lunar  sphere, 
And  sweet  embrac'd  him  with  maternal  tear  : 

"  My  son  !  what  joy  unutterable  flows 
To  clasp  thy  bosom,  freed  from    mortal  woes  ! 
But  we  must  forth  !     Lo,  Heaven  is  waiting  now, 
With  flowers  of  amaranth  to  deck  thy  brow  ! 

"  Hearken  !  the  symphony  ! — their  harps  are  strung 
To  give  thee  welcome  with  immortal  song  !" 

She  said.     And  bore  him  in  a  cloud  to  heaven, 
Where  full  fruition  to  his  soul  wal  given.  1263 
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BATTLE   AT  THE   RIVER   RAISIN. 


ARGUMENT. 

The  line  of  defence  established  on  the  North  and  Noilh-Western 
Frontiers...  From  Frenchtown,  3Iessengers  arrive  at  Fort  Meigs 
with  intelligence  of  the  enemy.. ..Lewis  and  Allen  detached  to 
Presque  Isle.. ..Their  advancement  from  thence  to  the  River 
Raisin....The  Battle....The  Ghost  of  Davis. 

The  scene  is  laid  at  the  above-mentioned  places. 

The  book  commences  at  the  surrendering  of  Hull;  and  ends  within 
a  few  days  of  the  closing  of  the  first  Campaign. 

From  the  time  the  Messengers  arrive  at  the  Fort,  until  Lewis  gains 
possession  of  Frenchtown;  is  about  two  days. 
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The  Muse,  her  pinions  from  the  deep  expands, 
To  sing  the  valour  of  the  western  feands  ; 
A  race,  descended  from  victorious  sires, 
Sharp  to  be  tested  by  afflicting  fires. 

When  Hull  resigned,  through  treachery  and  fear^ 
Detroit  and  Michigan — the  west  frontier  ; 
Opening  a  pass  for  savage  monsters  grim, 
In  the  sweet  blood  of  innocence  to  swim  ; 
The  nation  stood  bewildered  in  their  grief  ; 
But,  at  the  first,  none  gave  it  their  belief.  10 

They  from  the  Britons  thought  the  tidings  came 
To  quench  the  ardour  of  their  patriot  flame  : 
But  when  at  length,  against  their  striving  will. 
Truth  provM  the  fact  ;  it  made  large  drops  distil 
From  every  bosom  ;  palsied, — shocked  with  dread, — 
Their  hearts  sunk  motionless,  like  cold  things  dead  : 

So  when  an  earthquake,  from  the  arctick  pole 
To  the  antarctick,  ruptures  through  the  whole, 
Rocking  the  mountains  like  a  troubled  sea  ; 
Tearing  foundations  of  the  earth  away  ;  20 
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Drinking  the  rivers  to  their  sources  dry  ; 
Stifling  in  darkness  the  dissolving  sky  ; 
The  depths  of  ocean  boiling  as  with  fire, 
And  nature  reeling,  gasping  to  expire  ; 
The  dread  convulsion  strikes  the  nations  dumb, 
Like  marble  pillars  centred  on  a  tomb. 

Something  like  this,  the  whole  Republick  stood, 
When  fix'd  they  learnt  their  army  was  subdu'd. 

This  passion  stay'd, — their  eyes  their  sorrows  told  ; 
Tears  of  rank  bitterness  abundant  roll'd  30 

Down  their  wan  features,  cast  upon  the  earth, 
Pouring  their  sighs  and  lamentations  forth. 

At  length,  their  grieving  waters  ebbM  away. 
Though  oft,  at  times,  their  cheeks  were  dash'd  with  spray. 
But  when  they  heard  their  chosen  President 
On  various  chiefs,  of  worth  pre-eminent. 
Had  power  conferred  to  form  the  army  new, 
Shelby  the  van, — the  savage  to  subdue  ; 
Each,  all  were  quicken'd,  save  New  Albion  name, 
And  rose  to  action  like  excited  flame  ;  40 

The  past  was  only  written  on  their  mind 
To  urge  their  hands  to  what  their  souls  designed. 

As  when  a  city,  in  deep  midnight  dire, 
Wak'd  from  its  slumber  by  the  shriek  of  fire, 

AlarmM  the  dreamers  hurry  froni  their  bed. 

While  the  shrill  outcries  through  the  darkness  spread  ; 

A  thousand  bells  half  drown  the  screaming  voice-^ 

The  tumult  thickens  with  bewildering  noise  ; 

The  streets  alive  with  multitudes  appear, 

A  wildness  painted  in  their  look  severe,  50 

Urgent  to  seek  and  overcome  the  flames  ; 

From  tower  and  steeple  the  reflection  gleams, 
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Which  fill  the  soul  with  horrour  at  the  sight ; 
A  ghastly,  pallid,  and  malignant  light ; 
Scar'd  virgins,  loose  array'd,  with  anxious  brow, 
Brief  tapers  trembling  to  the  windows  show  ; 
The  artless  beauty,  quickening  in  their  eyes, 
Hastens  their  footsteps  where  the  danger  lies  : 

With  energies  like  these,  the  brave  arose 
To  guard  their  country  from  increasing  foes,  60 

While  the  fair  maidens  to  their  hearts  endearM, 
With  tender  efforts  their  advancement  cheer'd. 

Brown,  by  the  President's  coixjmand,  took  post 
At  the  smooth  Harbour*  of  Ontario's  coast. 
Pike  join'd  him  there — of  honour  next  in  grade  ; 
Not  chiefs  more  valiant,  ever  drew  a  blade 
To  check  rude  violence  and  ruffian  wrong — 
Plated  with  liberty  and  virtue  strong. 

Far  on  the  borders  of  Ontario  round, 
Tompkins  of  York,  with  York's  brave  troop  is  found ;  70 
He,  in  the  senate,  was  the  People's  friend  ; 
And  now,  he  stands  a  bulwark  to  defend 
Their  infants,  wives,  their  virgins  from  the  foe, 
From  whose  stern  eye  no  tear  was  seen  to  flow. 

The  same  time,  Chauncey  with  bold  promptitude, 
Prepares  a  fleet  to  navigate  the  flood. 
Perry,  in  bloom  of  years,  at  Erie*s  wave. 
Fashions  a  navy,  with  nerv'd  arm  to  brave 
The  boaster  of  the  sea.     At  fair  Champlain, 
Macdonough  falls  the  willing  oaks  amain,  80 

Of  which  he  lays  the  keeb  in  time  to  bear, 
The  naval  thunder  of  Columbia  there. 

*  Sacket's  Harbour. 
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From  Penn^s  proud  State,  warriors  in  armour  rise, 
A  martial  kindling  pouring  from  their  eyes  ; 
Crook  leads  them  forth  the  savage  to  arrest, 
Marching  through  Erie  to  the  regions  west, 
To  reach  the  Fort  of  Harrison, — of  late 
Beset  with  monsters,  terrible  as  fate  ; 
But  Taylor  stood  and  melted  them  of  life 
With  hardly  twenty  youths  to  hold  the  strife  !  00 

This  deed,  no  action  ever  will  excel, — 
Not  while  the  Wabash  shall  with  spring  floods  swell. 
And  Campbell,  future  in  the  song  to  rise, 

With  Spartan  band,  destroy'd  his  enemies 

In  desperate  fights  on  Indiana's  plain. 

Where  many  a  wildman  m  his  wrath  was  slain. 

The  swain  of  JVIississinewa  will  tell 

In  future  years,  what  giant  monsters  fell  ; 

And,  as  he  ends  the  winter-evening  tale. 

The  dust  of  Campbell  with  a  tear  will  hail.  100 

The  meantime  Croghan,  with  a  cheek  as  fair 

As  morning,  soften'd  with  an  April  air, 

Stood  like  a  veteran  at  the  fort  of  Wayne, 

Against  a  multitude  that  swarmM  the  plain  ; 

Till  from  Ohio,  Harrison  the  mild 

Drove  them  disaster'd  to  their  native  wild  ; 

Aided  by  Leptwich  with  Virginia's  prime, 

Who  join'd  his  forces  at  the  happy  time, 

When  at  Urbana,  he  was  camp'd  for  night  ; 

Three  days  advanced  from  his  domestick  site  110 

On  the  Ohio,  pleasant  to  be  seen 

Behind  the  sycamores  in  foliage  green. 
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Now  when  to  Shelby  the  commission  came, 
That  he  in  age  should  magnify  his  fame, 
Without  delay  the  summons  he  obey'd  ; 
Forth  from  its  resting  place,  he  seiz'd  his  blade, 
Gave  by  his  country  to  proclaim  his  skill. 
When  sunk  the  Cross  on  Carolina's  Hill.* 

Though  time  has  folded  wrinkles  in  his  face, 
His  eye  still  sparkles  with  a  warriour's  grace.  120 

In  council,  cool, — in  battle,  like  a  fire 
Unquenchable — in  which  his  foes  expire. 

Kentucky,  blest  with  fields  of  verdure  rare, 
With  which  no  earth  can  equal  or  compare, 
Proud  with  the  veteran,  sends  her  cohorts  forth, 
Known  for  their  deeds  of  chivalry  from  birth. 
Oft  their  sage  fathers  had  the  royals  brav'd, 
And  many  a  wild  man  in  the  combat  grav'd, 
When  Clark,  and  MacAfee,  and  Whitley,  Gray, 
And  Logan,  Estill,  led  the  ambush'd  way.  130 

Next  to  the  hoary  chief,  to  rule  the  line. 
These  worthy  names  like  brotherhood  combine  ; 

Payne,  Lewis,  Allen,  Madison,  and  Mead  ; 
Hart,  Hickman,  Woolfork,  known  for  daring  deed, 
But  gentle  as  the  lambs  that  graze  the  hills, 
When  dew  of  peace  upon  the  land  distils 
Its  sacred  balm  to  vitalize  the  soul. 
And  bring  the  waste  earth  to  the  plough's  control. 

Warriours  one  thousand,  constitute  their  band  ; 
But  ample  numbers  they  expect  at  hand,  140 

Waiting  as  yet, — not  furnish'd  with  supplies 
To  take  the  field  against  their  enemies. 

*  King's  Mountaia. 
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Now  for  the  Rapids  of  Miami's  stream, 
They  wind  the  path — casting  a  fearful  gleam 
From  burnishM  armour,  on  the  savage  eye, 
Lurking  unseen  to  act  their  cruelty  ; 
But  at  the  sight,  they  secretly  retire 
Through  tangled  woods,  like  serpents  in  a  spire. 

They  pass  through  Wayne  :    here  Croghan  joins  the 
band. 
The  youthful  Scipio  of  Freedom's  land  ;  150 

Yea,  by  his  deeds  to  shine  a  newborn  star, 
Never  to  set  in  future  ages  far. 

Soon  they,  with  hurrying  footstep,  reach  the  flood 
Of  the  Miami  to  be  stain'd  with  blood. 
They  pile  their  arms,  and  on  its  eastern  shore, 
With  labour  sweating  from  their  every  pore, 
The  walls  defensive  of  a  fort   they  build, 
To  guard  from  royal  inroads — Indians  wild. 
The  axes  play,  the  trees  fall  crashing  round, 
And  soon  the  bulwark  rises  from  the  ground.  160 

The  name  of  Meigs  the  uew-rais'd  mound  receives, 
For  him,  whose  virtue  in  the  memory  lives  ; 
The  governour  chosen  by  Ohio's  voice. 
The  first  in  honour  of  the  People's  choice. 

The  suasive  Harrison,  with  anxious  zeal, 
Forts  the  frontiers,  th'  invasion  to  repel. 
His  bosom  tremulous  for  his  country  glows, 
And  the  proud  efforts  of  a  patriot  shows. 
Back  from  Miami  like  a  star  he  flies, 
Meigs  to  assist  to  hurry  the  supplies  ;  170 

And  all  that  possible  can  rise  from  one, 
Is  by  the  warriour  in  his  ardour  done. 
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Now  hoary  frosts  the  charms  of  summer  freeze  ; 
Hude  Autumn's  breath  strips  bare  the  sorrowing  trees ; 
On  the  brown  heath  their  faded  robes  are  spread  ; 
The  sharp  wind  whistles  from  the  mountain's  head  ; 
The  clear  blue  streams  hoarse  murmur  on  the  ear — 
Faint  winds  the  sun  cold  round  the  northern  sphere. 

The  evening  now  prevails.     The  chiefs  convene 
At  Shelby's  tent — unconquerable  their  mein  :  180 

Lewis  and  Allen,  Madison  and  Hart, 
And  Graves  and  Hickman,  tested  every  part, 
Yea,  from  the  finest  fibre  of  their  Brain 
To  the  last  hair-thread  of  the  simplest  vein. 
The  fort  completed  to  a  spacious  size, 
They  meet,  the  plan  of  warfare  to  devise, 
For  now,  by  rumour,  were  the  tidings  brought, 
Adair,  or  Clay,  was  hastening  with  support. 

Scarce  in  pavilion  were  they  seated,  when, 
Panting  arriv'd  two  half  exhausted  men.  190 

These  Dun  the  sentry  hails  :  "  What  strangers,  there  r" 
"  Friends  !"  brief  they  answer'd  :  "  Say,  is  Shelby  here  ?" 

"  He  is." "  O  give  him  notice  with  expressions  few, 

Two  men  from  Raisin  wish  an  interview." 

Dun  with  the  message  passes  to  the  chief, 
And  thus  proclaims  it  to  his  ear,  in  brief  : 

"  Sage  leader  of  the  west  !  two  panting  men, 
W  ith  deep  emotion  pictured  in  their  mein, 
Desire  admittance  to  the  general's  tent, 
Express  fn^m  Raisin  with  alarum  sent."  209 

His  answer  was  a  word  :  "  Escort  them  here  !" 
The  youth  return'd,  and  soon  he  led  the  ra  near. 
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The  elder  much  concerned  :  "  Columbia's  chief ! 

We  flew  from  Raisin,  urgent  for  relief. 

Behold,  the  village  is  in  wild  distress  ; 

A  regal  band  upon  its  limits  press! 

Not  in  far  distance  are  their  grim  allies, 

Whose  gory  knife  our  babes  will  sacrifice  ! 

Ere  morrow's  sun  descends  the  western  main, 

Sad  we  forebode  our  aged  mothers  slain  ! —  210 

Our  wives,  our  sires,  our  lovely  virgins  fair, 

Will  gasp  in  blood,  unless  thine  arm  be  there  ! 

Early  they  pass'd  from  Maiden  o'er  the  lake, 

The  full  possession  of  the  town  to  take. 

*'  They  scream  with  tiger  voice  for  blood,  inspir'd, 
That  Campbell  drove  them,  and  their  hamlets  fir'd  ; 
And  that  their  warriours  in  their  strength  were  slain, 
By  the  firm  patriots  that  defended  Wayne : 
But  what  excites  to  violence  their  wrath. 
And  makes  them  foam  our  every  life  to  scath,  220 

Is,  that  their  chiefs  by  Taylor  were  subdu'd ; 
And  ninety  fell  and  soak'd  the  dust  with  blood. 
'Tis  this  that  thorns  them  in  their  bosoms  sore, 
And  drives  them  on  to  steep  their  h^nds  in  gore  ! 

"  Revenge — a  massacre  is  what  they  seek, 
Of  unborn  infants  and  young  maidens  meek  I 
The  village  desolate  with  sword  and  fire  ; 
And  all  our  aged  in  sharp  flames  expire  ! 

"  Veteran  !  approach — O  guard  us  with  thy  power — 
O  come — and  save  us  this  portentous  hour  !  230 

Save  us  from  massacre,  from  writhing  death  ; 
Redeemed,  we'll  hail  thee  with  our  latest  breath  !" 

Thus  he.    And  Shelby  thus  :  "  Too  well  1  knovv 
Th'  unsparing  manner  of  the  savage  foe. 
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Yet  must  I  hope,  thy  fears  thy  tongue  have  taught 
To  speak  the  peril  greater  than  it  ought. 
But  thou  shah  have  what  succour  I  can  give  ; 
The  deep  anxieties  of  your  heart  relieve. 

"  But  two  battalions  in*  advance  can  go 
To  keep  in  check  the  passions  of  the  foe  ;  240 

And  they  most  ample  will  suffice  to  awe 
The  allied  bands,  till  I  augment  the  war. 
As  volunteers  with  different  chiefs  arrive, 
I'll  haste  them  on,  your  courage  to  revive. 

"  Lewis,  advance  eight  fifties,  r£lnk  and  file, 
And  halt  you  not,  till  you  approach  Presque  Isle. 
And,  Allen,  lead  an  equal  number  forth, 
A  shield  to  guard  the  innocence  of  earth  ; 
There  you  11  remain,  and  fence  your  camp  secure, 
Till  I  shall  make  your  farther  movement  sure.  250 

Your  onward  banner  will  the  foe  alarm, 
Had  hedesign'd  to  raise  a  murderous  arm. 
Thus  you  your  real  weakness  will  conceal. 
And  gain  more  profit  than  to  charge  with  steel. 

"  The  Albion  breast  nmst  hold  sufficient  heart 
To  stay  the  thrusting  of  the  savage  dart  ; 
Hence,  let  them  quietly  the  town  possess  ; 
Let  that  amuse  and  soothe  them  with  caress, 
Till  in  our  might  we  issue  from  the  fort  ; 
Regain  Detroit,  and  every  friend  support  ;  260 

The  lake  pass  o'er,  at  Maiden  strike  the  blow  ; 
There  wait  the  winter,  and  defy  the  foe. 

"  Let  Woolfork  on  the  from  observe  them  well ; 
And  should  the  wild  men  by  their  gestures  fell, 

22 
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Reveal  their  dark  intentions  to  upraise 
The  fatal  hatchet  and  the  village  blaze, 
Without  the  pausing  to  consult,  advance, 
And  with  the  bayonet  check  their  violence. 

"  Three  days  from  this,  my  aid  Adair  will  meet 
Our  warriours  here,  and  fill  our  ranks  complete.       270 
Harrison  from  Ohio  will  return 
With  that  w^hich  makes  the  blood  with  lite  to  burn  ; 
Hence,  no  entreatance  from  whatever  source. 
Will  sway  your  mind  to  yield  the  prudent  course. 
A  soldier  courage  ever  should  display, 
Uut  his  first  lesson  is  to  prompt  obey. 

"  I  kuow  your  hearts  with  drops  of  honour  beat, 
Never  from  equal  numbers  to  retreat ; 
But   to  subdue  the  passions  of  the  soul, 
And  curb  them  down  to  judgment's  cool  control,       280 
Js  oft  more  difficult,  than  hot  in  fight 
To  wield  the  falchion  in  a  stream  of  light. 

"  Should  you,  induc'd  by  savage  insolence, 
Approach  the  enemy  to  drive  him  hence, 
By  swift  despatch  to  me  the  notice  send. 
That  I  may  press,  the  battle  to  contend. 

"  My  views  I've  now  divulg'd — with  judgment  weigh 
The  whole  instructions  in  the  needful  day." 

The  valiant  heard,  and  presently  arose,  •f'^' 

And  form'd  their  squadrons  by  the  twilight  close  :     290 
MacCracken,  Hickman,  Simpson,  Hart,  and  Mead, 
Martyrs  for  Liberty,  by  heaven  decreed  ; 
And  Graves,  and  Marston,  Hamilton,  Gerraud, 
Who  but  their  fame,  no  circumstance  regard. 
Williams  and  Bedsoe,  Kelly,  Ballard,  Wells  ; 
And  generous  Woolfork;  whom  not  earth  excels  : 
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These  the  first  rank,  Kentucky's  richest  blood 
To  brave  the  savage  of  the  wild  waste  wood. 

The  ready  drummers  beat  the  rumbling  roll, 
While  shrill  the  sharp  fife  echoes  through  the  soul  ;    300 
The  warriours  form — a  solid  row  of  steel  ; 
Face  to  the  right — by  even  sections  wheel. 
Lewis  the  movement  speaks  : — the  inarch  resounds 
With  Freedom's  rausick,  which  tiie  heart  rebounds. 

Their  path  is  silver'd  by  the  placid  moon, 
That  seems  delighted  with  the  nation's  tune. 
The  starry  deities  at  first  incline       ^ 
Their  golden  ears,  as  sweet  in  heav'n  they  shine  ; 
But  soon  they  look  enravish'd  with  the  chime, 
And  seem,  with  rubick  feet,  to  dance  the  time.  310 

Now  as  the  promises  of  morning  smile, 
The  warriours  halt  upon  thy  plains,  Presque  Ide. 
They  spread  their  tents — the  martial  couch  unroll, 
And  snatch  a  hasty  sleep  to  balm  the  soul. 

As  rose  the  sun,  the  jealous  sentries  spy 
A  cloud  of  dust  progressing  on  the  eye. 
And  lo,  three  straining  horsemen  dim  appear, 
Like  arrows  streaking  through  a  misty  sphere  ; 
The  aged  Brimmer,  bleach'd  his  hoary  locks ; 
The  next  upon  his  rear,  the  generous  Cox  ;  320 

Woodward,  the  upright  judge,  of  feeling  breast ; 
The  heralds  three,  that  look  with  pain  distress'd. 
They  reach  the  camp, — their  horses  bath'd  in  sweat, 
Trembling  with  fatigue— panting,  parch'd  with  heat. 

Lewis  and  officers  convene  in  haste. 
Their  swords  in  baldricks  girded  round  their  waist, 
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Soon  followed  are  they  by  the  horsemen  three,     . 

Whose  brows  betray  their  souls'  anxiety. 

Without  a  salutation  Brimmer  said, 

While  a  nerv'd  palsy  shook  his  aged  head  :  330 

"  Ye  gallant  chieftains  of  Columbian  power  ! 
We've  come  to  urge  yon  to  the  Raisin  shore  I 
The  darkening  enemy  is  pouring  on, 
Which  urg'd  us  forth  to  make  tli'  invasion  known. 
Mating  your  numbers,  they  to  us  appcar'd  ; 
We  thought  their  bloody  flag  in  air  was  rear'd  ! 
Be  swift — O  hasten  to  redeem  our  lives  ; 
O  snatch  our  infants  from  the  savage  knives  !" 

The  sad  foreboding  crowding  in  his  breast, 
Silenc'd  his  tongue  :  And  Lewis  him  address'd  ; 

"  Rude  is  the  savage  violence  of  war — 
But  oft  'tis  swell'd  by  apprehensive  awe  ; 
Hence,  a  warm  hope  is  fluttering  round  my  fear, 
That  tells  my  soul  this  picture  is  too  drear. 

"  By  fixM  instructions  here  must  I  remain, 
Till  reinforcements  gather  on  the  plain, 
And  let  the  town  be  enter'd  by  the  foe 
Without  restraint,  unless  the  Indians  show 
Their  purposes  of  wrath.     The  British  band 
AVill  stay  the  kindling  of  the  savage  brand  350 

Against  thy  bosom's  love.     The  village  tiiere 
Till  then  amuse,  till  Harrison,  Adair, 
Our  numbers  shall  make  full.     Three  days  from  this, 
They'll  join  us  here — for  such  was  the  express. 

Who  left  them  on  the  march. 

You  thought  you  saw 
Their  bloody  standard  floating  in  the  air. 
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But  oft  our  apprehensions  blur  the  sight 
To  scan  an  object  in  its  real  light. 

"  Woolfork  I've  sent  with  a  detachment  on, 
Wary  to  trace  their  progress  to  the  town  ;  S60 

And  spread  and  magn'ii'y  our  strength  abroad, 
By  which  their  passions  will  be  overaw'd  ; 
And  thus  the  foe,  through  policy,  will  bind 
From  acts  of  violence  the  savage  mind.'" 

VV^oodward  arose,  and  in  his  pla?e  began, 
AVhilst  every  eye  was  fasten'd  on  the  man  : 

"  When  deep  the  heart  is  with  affliction  torn, 
And  all  the  prospects  of  the  soul  forlorn  ; 
When  every  hope  has  vanished  from  our  view. 
And  death  in  direful  shape  our  thoughts  pursue,  S70 

'Tis  then  beyond  the  strength  of  reason's  force 
To  calm  the  bosom  with  a  mild  discourse. 

"  'Tis  now  in  compass  of  your  will  to  save 
Our  friends  from  torture  of  a  savage  grave  ! 
I  would  not  urge  your  orders  to  annul  ; 
But  who  shall  now  defend  the  infant's  skull  ? 
Death's  emissaries  hideous  crowd  in  view, 
The  smiling  life  of  sucklings  to  subdue  ! 

."  My  heart  forebodes  were  Shelby  present  now, 
He,  without  pause,  would  move  upon  the  foe.  380 

Unfading  laurels  would  the  action  crown  ; 
Bards,  yet  unborn,  would  sing  of  your  renown  ; 
And  virgin  daughters  of  the  virgins  now. 
Would  hymn  your  names  with  flowerets  round  your  brow." 

Allen  was  touch'd,and  in  his  ardour  rose. 
His  eye  a  beam  of  heavea's  pure  lightning  shows  : 
22* 
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"  I  feel  impatience  burning  in  my  soul, 
That  bids  me  break  the  bondage  of  control ; 
What  if  we  move  ? — my  blood, — my  heart  beats  strong 
To  wield  the  sword  against  the  savcige  throng  !         3i>0 
Can  ever  man  contend  in  nobler  cause, 
Than  snatch  the  helpless  from  the  tiger's  jaws  ? 
And  must  we  licre  remain  to  mark  the  sight 
Of  human  fires  roll  dreadful  through  the  uiglit  ? 
Hear  the  death-shrieks — the  agonizing  screams 
Of  babes,  of  mothers,  melting  in  the  flames  ? 
Heaven  save  me  from  the  scene  !  My  heart  beats  fire 
To  crush  the  savage,  or  in  flames  expire  !" 

Each  in  his  place  stood  thrill'd  at  every  word  ; 
And  as  he  clos'd,  they  drew  a  flashing  sword  :  400 

"  On,  Lewis,  on  !     Our  every  pulse  beats  fire 
To  crush  the  savage ,  or  in  flames  expire  /" 

The  soul  of  Lewis  quickens  with  the  rest  ; 
Sad  in  the  whirl,  he  loses  the  behest 
Of  his  superior  chief — the  cautions  given 
Are  by  the  excitement  of  his  bosom  driven 
Void  from  his  mind — or  if  they  touch  the  brain, 
The  faint  impression  gives  the  slightest  pain. 

He  speaks  the  summons  for  the  troops  to  stand 
To  meet  th'  invading  enemy  at  hand.  410 

Lost  in  the  hurry  to  employ  their  arms, 
Their  every  fibre  thrilling  with  alarms  ; 
IVone  even  think  to  send  the  tidings  back 
To  Meigs's  Fort, — the  purpose  of  attack. 
At  times,  they  apprehend  they  hear  the  cries 
Of  dying  infants  shriek  along  the  skies  ! 
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So  travellers  passing  Alleghany  west, 
Stop  at  a  spring  to  make  their  journey  blest, 
By  tasting  in  their  draught  the  crystal  tide,  419 

Where  oft  the  brown  deer  gaz'd  themselves  with  pride  ; 
Rude,  mossy  rocks,  the  gushing  fount  o'erhung, 
Deep  in  recess,  embowering  elms  among. 
While  round  tliey  pass  the  cup,  lo,  in  despair, 
A  female  shriek  cuts  sharp  along  the  air  ! 
They  listen  breathless  to  th'  alarming  sound, 
And  eye  with  chilling  blood  the  glens  around. 
Partial  recovered  from  the  murderous  scream. 
They  mount,  they  spur,  from  whence  the  echo  came  ; 
With  palpitating  hearts  they  pierce  the  gloom, 
The  fair  to  rescue  from  a  ruffian's  doom  :  430 

An  equal  ardour  urges  them  with  life 
To  save  the  village  from  the  sword  and  knife. 

The  same  time  Reynolds  with  the  Albion  power, — 
A  man,  a  soldier, — yea,  a  bosom  flower, 
Compass'd  with  thistles — reach'd — enter'd  the  town 
With  grim  Paluska  :  yet,  no  savage  frown 
Was  seen  to  settle  on  their  serious  brow  ; 
Curb'd  in  subjection  by  the  generous  foe. 

At  noon  the  patriot  columns  from  a  height, 
Beheld  the  village  under  royal  might  ;  440 

The  Albion  banner  was  aloft  in  heaven, 
By  which,  the  life-chords  of  their  hearts  were  riven. 
They  heard  no  signs  of  life — by  which  they  felt, 
That  all  was  pass'd  ! — which  made  their  bosoms  m«l&. 
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So  when  Columbus,  from  the  coast  of  Spain, 
His  second  voyage  re-travers'd  o'er  the  main  ; 
His  canvass  swelling  with  unvarying  gale, 
Bore  him  with  gladness  to  Hispania's  Isle, 
To  give  protection  to  an  infant  band, 
Which  there  he'd  planted  with  paternal  hand  ;  450 

With  throbbing  heart  he  gain'd  upon  the  port, 
In  sweet  expectance,  shouting  from  the  fort, 
The  welcome  greeting  of  his  friends  to  hear ; 
To  mark  his  banner  floating  up  the  sphere. 
But  all  was  silent  !     Slow  he  made  the  beach, 
AVhere  late  he'd  bless'd  them  with  a  farewell  speech. 
The  whole  was  buried  in  oblivion  dark  ; 
And  all  extinguish'd  was  the  vital  spark  ! 
The  fort  was  swept  in  ruins  from  its  base 
By  the  inbreakings  of  the  savage  race  ;  460 

Columbus  weeping,  view'd  the  scene  of  death, 
With  all  his  feelings  in  their  graves  beneath. 

Thus  when  Kentucky  rose  the  prospect  height, 
They  thought  to  hear  the  shoutings  of  delight ; 
But  when  they  mark'd  the  capture  of  the  town, 
A  gush  of  tears  from  every  eye  rainM  down. 

But  Woolfork  comes, — proclaims  the  Albion  chief 
A  generous  warriour — not  a  man  of  grief. 
Then,  with  slow  movement,  mounted  on  his  horse, 
With  pointing  finger,  shows   his  different  force  ;       470 
Where  lie  the  Britons,  where  the  savage  blood, 

To  bar  the  passage  of  the  frozen  flood. 

/ 

When  Reynolds  markM  the  Eagle  on  the  height, 
Swift  he  prepar'd  his  cohorts  for  the  fight ; 
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Planted  his  cannon  with  superior  skill, 

High  on  the  summit  of  a  steepy  hill. 

A  heavy  brass  frowns  opposite  the  ford, 

To  pour  a  flame  of  thunder  at  the  word. 

The  dwellings,  near  the  stream,  with  arms  are  fill'd  ; 

And  some  the  gardens,  fenc'd  with  cedar,  held.         480 

His  clan,  Paluska  on  the  right  commands  ; 

Reynolds,  the  left,  where  his  artillery  stands. 

What  time  that  Reynolds  thus,  with  jealous  eye, 
Statiou'd  his  ranks,  assailants  to  defy, 
Lewis,  in  columns  three,  display'd  his  bands  ; 
Th'  impetuous  Allen  on  the  right  wing  stands  ; 
In  centre,  Madison — the  left  wing,  Graves, 
Firm  to  his  heart :  Thus  formM  to  pass  the  waves, 
Bridged  o'er  with  ice,  Kentucky's  sons  remain, 
Waiting  the  summons.     Lewis  checks  his  rein,         490 
And  wields  his  falchion  :  **  Wave  the  Eagle  high  I 
Forward  !     Their  standards  desolate,  or  die  !" 

The  three  divisions  with  a  shout,  proceed 
To  pass  the  stream — to  conquer  or  to  bleed. 
The  breasted  foe  flash  all  their  fires  in  vain 
To  check  their  progress  o'er  the  icy  plain. 
A   moment  gains  the  shore  !     Lewis  commands  : 
"  Pass  on,  ye  brave,  and  down  the  savage  bands  ! 
Graves,  Madison,  the  dwellings,  pickets  charge  ! 
Allen,  the  left !     With  fame  the  soul  enlarge  !  500 

Swell,  swell  the  bosom  to  immortal  cast ; 
Quench,  quench,    extinguish — quench  with  blood  the 
blast  !" 

Graves,  Madison,  like  eagles,  rapid  wheel, 
And  leap  upon  the  enemy  with  steel. 
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Like  driving  hail  the  cutting  bullets  fly  ; 

Yet  on  they  rush,  with  ruin  in  their  ej'e, 

And  open  streams  of  life  I     The  foe  retires 

From  bleeding  bayonets  and  dissolving  fires. 

The  earth  is  sprinkled  with  the  hostile  blood  ! 

They  break  for  shelter  to  a  covering  wood.  510 

The  meantime,  Allen,  darken'd  with  his  force, 
Where  Reynolds  dwelt — determin'd  in  his  course  ; 
Yet  the  bold  Briton  proud  withstood  the  shock, 
Repeated,  and  again  ! — but  faulter'd — broke, 
When  Allen  push'd  the  fourth  !     Yet  soon,  a  stand 
He  with  Paluska  made — defied  the  band 
Of  Allen  in  pursuit.     'Hind  mouldering  trees, 
Overthrown  by  whirlwinds,  they  protection  seize, 
And  on  the  columns  of  the  free  in  turn. 
Their  deep-raouth'd  engines  and  their  rifles  burn.      520 

Firm,  Uke  a  rock,  in  centre  of  his  bands, 
Allen,  alone,  th*  unequal  strife  withstands. 
His  soul,  as  dire  the  blackening  tempest  grewj 
Rose  in  the  storm  !  from  rit^ht  to  left  he  flew, 
A  meteor  on  the  plains.     Madison,  Graves, 
With  their  battalions,  like  the  ridgy  waves 
Come  sweeping  onward  mid  the  deafening  jar, 
Like  midnight  thunder  trains,  to  aid  the  war. 

Tumultuous,  raging,  tearing,  drives  the  storm, 
Folding  the  earth  in  fiery  clouds  deform  ;  530 

The  groans  of  wounded  mix  with  savage  yells  ; 
Through  darken'd  heaven  the  wild  confusion  swells  ; 
A  fury's  breath  augments  the  frenzied  fire  ; 
The  blood-chok'd  dying  'ncath  the  blast  expire. 

"  On — rush  the  foe  !"     As  Allen  gave  command, 
Mad  dash'd  the  squadrons,  bounding  sword  in  hand. 
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Thus  the  Miami,  chok'd  with  icy  flakes, 
When  melting  Spring  its  frozen  bosom  breaivs  ; 
Betwixt  two  promontory  rocks  each  side, 
Huge  mounds  collect,  and  dara  its  swelling  tide.        540 
In  vain  Miami  strives  to  gain  a  pass 
Through  wall'd-up  ice,  impregnable  as  brass. 
At  length,  the  weight  of  waters  bends  the  mound — 
It  breaks  ! — bursting  away  with  thundering  sound, 
Down  rolls  the  toiTont  ! — wild  waves  foaming  dash, 
And  grind  the  ice-flakes  with  tremendous  crash  ; 

Thus  charge  the  heroes — Allied  bands  give  way, 
Renounce  their  covert,  broken  in  dismay. 
Hard  press  the  victors,  blazing  on  their  rear; 
The  wild  men  flying  like  the  hunted  deer.  550 

Reynolds,  high  wielding  his  broad  falchion,  cries  : 
"  Where,  whither  will  ye  fly  ?     O  shame  ! — arise  ! 
And  is  your  blood  made  dry  ?     Britons,  return — 
AVheel,  face  the  storm  !  Like  heaven  the  lightning  burn  ! 
Your  names  put  forth  !  Around  the  standard  come  ! 
Bristle  the  bayonet  !  strike  them  to  the  tomb  !" 

They  rallied  at  his  voice — renew'd  the  fight. 
And  rush'd,  the  patriots,  cloth'd  in  meteor  light. 

Lewis  chaf 'd  high  the  passion  of  his  soul, 
The  time  he  mark'd  them  in  their  frenzy  roll  560 

Back  on  his  strength  :  "  Columbians  !  planted,  stand, 
And  proud  receive  them  on  the  steel  in  hand  ! 
Behold,  they  come  Uke  whirlwinds  in  their  wrath ; 
A  mist  of  death  seems  rising  in  their  path  ; 
But  not  the  mist  of  death,  nor  death's  grim  fiie, 
Can  aught  avail,  but  to  excite  our  ire  I" 
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As  waves  of  ocean  roll  upon  the  shore, 
So  rolls  Britannia  in  her  pride  of  power. 
Kentucky  stands  immoveable — a  rock — 
'Gainst  which  the  billows  of  the  battling  shock  570 

Break  and  recede  along  the  ebbing  flood, 
Exhausted,  fainting  with  the  gush  of  blood. 
Lewis  mad  lightens  on  their  broken  rear, 
Till  lost  in  night  the  vanquished  disappear. 

The  victors  now  return  to  pass  the  night, 
Back  to  the  village,  wearied  with  the  fight. 
Graves,  Madison,  in  cedar'd  gardens*  stand, 
But  Allen  camps  on  open  field  his  band. 
Lewis,  exhausted,  his  pavilion  spreads 
Beneath  two  ancient  oaks  with  leafless  heads  ;  580 

He  yields  to  sleep — with  battle  overdone. 
And  soon  he  heeds  not  how  the  moments  run. 

Now  scarce  a  murmuring  whispers  on  the  ear, 
Save  owls  complaining  to  the  midnight  drear. 
Behind  the  gathering  of  a  spongy  cloud, 
The  stars  faint  glimmer  as  though  chang'd  to  blood. 

Dread  heaven  !    what  dubious  light,  where  Davis  lies, 
Ghastly  is  seen  !  what  pallid  flames  arise. 
Starting  by  fits  !     The  moving  grave  behold  I 
It  yawns,  it  gapes — its  heaving  jaws  unfold  !  590 

The  coflin  stirs  !     List — Hark  ! — what  rumbling  sound 
Is  heard  within  !     The  cavern  shakes  around  ! 
The  dry  bones  rattle  !     Lo  the  black-stain'd  lid 
Cracking  gives  way  !     In  grave-shroud  partial  hid, 

*  Gardens  picketed  with  medlar. 
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Slow  moves  the   rising  ghost  ! — like  a  thin  cloud, 

Ascending  drooping  from  a  field  of  blood, 

Laden  with  damps  of  death  !     His  pallid  form 

Seems  like  the  moon  behind  a  gathering  storm  ; 

His  eyes,  like  faded  meteors  of  the  night,  H 

When  morning  glimmers  with  a  sickly  light  ;  600 

Faint  as  dim  tapers  winking  at  the  day, 

Frightening  the  spectres  to  their  graves  away. 

Deep  on  his  breast,  his  wound  is  seen  in  blood  ; 

Behold,  he  rides  upon  a  murky  cloud, 

His  hair,  like  flame  of  fire  !     At  Lewis'  bed, 

Awful  he  stands,  and  like  man  dying  said  ; 

"  Lewis,  retire  !  or  lo,  thy  standards  yield  ! 
A  mist  of  death  is  hovering  on  the  field  P' 

The  voice  the  slumbers  of  the  warrior  broke — 
He  marks  the  Spirit  with  bewilder'd  look  ;  610 

His  troubled  bait  stands  shivering  on  his  head  ; 
Cold,  damping  horrours  his  loose  bones  unthread  ; 
A  clammy  moisture  wraps  his  body,  pale  ; 
The  vital  pulses  of  his  bosom  fail ; 
His  tongue  was  held  immoveable  of  speech, 
And,  for  a  time,  no  blood  his  heart  could  reach. 

"  Fear  not ."'  (the  Vision  thus  began  in  few) 
"  My  time  is  brief— I  snulTthe  morning  dew. 
Let  virtue  be  thy  shield  whilst  here  on  earth, 
And  fear  no  wanderer  from  his  grave  stray 'd  forth.    620 

"  Lewis,  retire  !  or  lo,  thy  standards  yield  ! 
A  mist  of  death  is  hovering  on  the  field  !" 

A  something  more  than  mortal  soothed  his  fear, 
And  thus  the  hero  with  a  starting  tear  : 
23 
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"  How  art  thou  chang'd,  my  brother  once  in  arms  ! 
Thy  cheek,  how  withcr'd  of  its  martial  charms  ! 

"  What  dire  event  hath  call'd  thee  from  thy  home, 
Low  in  the  dust,  companion  of  the  tomb  ? 
Does  Death  stride  near  us  ?   Say,  O  tell  me  why, 
This  summons  given,  the  victory  to  fly  ?  630 

What  mist  of  death  ?  what  reason  to  retire  ? 
Draw  to  my  heart — Vm  listening  with  desire 
To  hear  thy  voice.     Why  distant  dost  thou  fade  ? 
Say,  what  disturb'd  thee  in  the  dust  low  laid  ? 
Thy  look  is  pleasant  now.     O  ere  we  part, 
But  once  I  ask  to  press  thee  to  my  heart !'' 

He  clasp'd  the  image  of  the  vision  near, 
But  lo  !   it  vanish'd  in  the  midnight  drear  ! 

Lewis,  irapress'd  with  awfulness,  arose — 
His  heart,  foreboding,  in  his  bosom  froze.  640 

With  hurried  step,  he  forth  to  Allen  went, 
To  open  to  his  ear  the  strange  event. 

He  found  the  warriour  on  his  couch  at  rest, 
While  dreams  the  fancy  of  the  chief  possessed  ; 
Now,  in  pursuit,  high  bounding  o'er  the  plain. 
Right  onward  dashing  with  the  spur  and  rein. 

"  Allen,  arise  !    break  slumber  !"  Lewis  spoke. 
Up  sprang  the  hero,  half  from  dreaming  broke  : 

"  Ho  !   halt !  they  yield  : — spare — save  them 

"  What  !    a  dream  ! 
Methought  the  foe  just  plunging  in  the  stream  !  6jQ 

"  What  cause  conducts  you  in  the  darkness  here  ? 
Lewis,  explain  !  Do  savages  appear  ? 

Shall  I  sound  th'  alarm  ?" 

"  No."     Lewis  rejoins. 
Nothing  at  present  interrupts  the  lines. 
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Yet  brief  awaken,  and  from  this  return — 

Not  time  indulgent  will  admit  till  morn. 

Let  all  be  done  with  midnight  silence.     Rise 

And  shake  dull  slumber  from  the  warriour's  eyes." 

He  ended.     Allen,  with  disordered  look, 
Startled,  and  thus  whh  hurried  accent  spoke  :  6(50 

"  And  why  this  sudden  movement  to  withdraw, 
Yea,  while  the  foe  is  scattered  in  the  war  ? 
Some  weight,  portentous,  bears  upon  thy  mind, 
That  to  the  foe  this  stream*  should  be  resign'd  ; 
Methinks  I  mark  depression  in  thy  face — 
Back  jVora  thine  eye  hath  fled  the  martial  grace. 
Explain  the  weighty  cause,  I  thee  conjure. 
That  I  may  bear  a  part,  and  half  the  pain  endure." 

"  Brother  in  arms !  from  thee  FU  nought  conceal, 
But  the  strange  secret  of  my  soul  reveal ;  6^0 

"  Lo,  an  apparition  in  my  sleep  I  saw, 
Which,  for  a  time,  my  bosom  chillM  with  awe« 
Recovered  from  surprise,  distinct  1  heard 
A  Spirit's  voice,  that  scarce  the  night  air  stirr'd, 
As  when  the  ocean  sleeps,  a  zephyr's  wing 
Ripples  his  cheek — or  Nereides,  when  they  sing: 

"  Lewis,  retire  I    or  lo,  thy  standards  yield  ! 
A  mist  of  death  is  hovering  on  the  field  ! 

"  I  look'd,  behold  the  form  of  Davis  stood, 
Full  in  my  view,  his  wound  was  damp  with  blood  V  680 

"  Davis  !  not  Davis  !"  (Allen  in  surprise — 
A  wild  expression  glaring  from  his  eyes.) 

<«  O,  but  for  once  could  I  his  form  behold, 
E'en  were  he  clad  with  death  robes,  pale  and  cold  ! 
*  River  Raisin. 
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Our  hearts  were  riveted  in  boyhood  days, 
When  rainbow  Hope  her  loveliness  displays. 
His  voice  would  bring  a  sweetness  of  relief —     • 
A  weeping  joy — the  hallowM  tears  of  grief  ! 

"  And  was  he  like  himself  ?    what  form  ?  what  look  ? 

0  tell  me  all  !  what  other  words  he  spoke  !"  690 

Lewis  wip'd  a  tear.     "  Nothing  he  spoke  more — 
But  wav'd  his  pallid  hand  from  Raisin's  shore  ! 
With  throbbing  heart  I  urg'd  him  to  explain 
Where  lurk'd  the  danger — why  forsake  the  plain  ; 
When,  lo,  he  faded  like  the  taper's  blaze, 
Waning  and  dying  as  the  night  decays. 

1  strove  to  clasp  him  to  my  heaving  breast, 
When  lo,  he  fled,  a  wreath  of  watery  mist !" 

Thus  he.     And  Allen  thus  :  "  Let  us  survey 
Th'  event  with  calmness,  ere  the  troops  display  ;        700 

"  'Tis  cause  of  wonder  he  should  leave  the  tomb 
To  urge  retreating  in  the  midnight  gloom, 
Except  some  brewing  storm  is  gath'ring  round 
To  dash  our  glory,  broken  to  the  ground. 
But  think  what  change  subdues  his  spirit  noic, 
His  joy  was  great  to  mingle  with  the  foe. 
His  glory,  theriy  was  arms — he  scorn'd  retreat  ; 
As  dark  the  battle  grew,  so  rose  the  warriour's  heat. 

"  You  might  have  mus'd  upon  the  hero,  slain — 
Hence  it  may  prove  a  vision  of  the  brain  ;  710 

For,  when  awake  we  fasten  on  a  theme. 
It  comes  at  midnight  in  au  empty  dream. 

"  I  nought  can  apprehend  of  danger  near, 
That  we  the  fielS  should  wake  with  words  of  fear  ! 
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Admit  the  gathering  foe  !— when  conquerM— beat, 
'Twill  be  siiificient  time  to  sound  retreat  ! 

"  Yea  :  verily,  if  Davis  pass'd  your  sight, 
Borne  on  the  sable  pinions  of  the  night, 
To  give  us  warning  of  approaching  doom— 
Of  savage  warfare  — massacres  to  conie,  720 

Vd  brave  them  all  lo  let  his  spirit  know 
That  others  dwell  upon  the  earth  below  !" 

Him,  Lewis  answer'd  :  "  Yea  :  thy  words  are  true, 
1  thought  of  Davis  at  the  Tipp'canoe, 
And  Spencer's  dust,— as  how  to  fame  they'd  rose, 
Mad  they  been  with  us,  when  we  met  the  foes  ; 
Alas,  what  breast  with  sorrow  hath  not  sigh'd, 
That  they  thus  early  for  their  country  died  ! 

"  It  may  a  vision  prove, — but  sad  I  fear, 
Some  dark,  portentous,  bloody  scene  is  near.  730 

He  look'd  the  same,  save  features  ghastly  wan, 
Clad  in  death  robes — the  shadow  of  a  man. 

"  Deceiv'd  I  might  have  been  :  when  toils  relax, 
Or  wasting  griefs  melt  down  the  soul  like  wax  ; 
Fancy,  unchain'd  from  Reason's  silver  curb, 
Runs  antick  in  her  course  ;  a  fly — an  herb — 
She  forms  an  eagle,  one — and  one,  a  beech — 
This  flies  to  heaven — the  other's  branches  reach, 
Touching  the  clouds.     Yea,  in  a  moment's  breath. 
She  circles  earth,  or  wakes  the  dust  of  death.  740 

She  loves — she  marries — children  grow  to  age — 
Now,  in  the  senate,  now, — a  menial  page — 
Gains  wealth  by  merchandize — a  beggar  poor — 
Now  swallow'd  in  the  deep — dead — quicjien'd  and  on 
shore  I 

23« 
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"  Thus  Fancy  mocks  the  time.     In  fleetest  space. 
She  lives  an  age,  and  runs  a  boundless  chase  ; 
Hence  the  strange  visit  of  the  recent  dead, 
May  prove  but  Fancy  playing  round  my  head. 
Let  time  reveal  the  truth.     Man  is  but  dust, 
And  dies  but  once.    Th'  event  with  heaven  we'll  trust.  750 

This  said  ;  he  parted  by  the  doubtful  light, 
That  faintly  quiver'd  from  the  stars  of  night. 
Sleep's  heavy  dew  soon  settled  on  his  breast, 
And  gave  his  senses  to  oblivious  rest. 

The  stars  float  round  in  blood  !   the  dingy  cloud 
Rolls  down  thick  darkness,  like  a  coffin  shroud  ; 
Red  angry  meteors  round  creation  glare, 
And  at  each  other  shake  their  fiery  hair ; 
The  solemn  bird  screams  hollow  sounds  of  death, 
AVhile  ghosts  are  seen  to  flit  along  the  heath.  760 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  British  Line  of  Defence.. ..Reynolds  and  Proctor..., The  Battle 
at  Day-light. ...Levvis;  a  Prisoner..,. Madison's  Defence. ...His  Sur- 
render. 

The  scene  is  laid  at  the  River  Raisin.. ..The  time  is  twenty-four 
hours. 
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Now  when  by  Hull  the  Patriots  were  compell'd 
To  pile  their  arms  upon  a  treacherous  field, 
Prevost,  at  Kingston,  of  command  supreme, 
Gave  charge  to  Brock — worthy  the  poet's  theme — 
To  leave  Detroit — to  fortress  George  repair 
To  curb  th'  invasion  of  Columbians  there ; 
Or,  war  to  wage  upon  the  adverse  shore, 
Where  stood  MacFreely  witli  an  infant  power, 
At  Fort  Niagara :  — This  of  Prevosty 
Brock  presently  obey'd.     Vincent  took  post  10 

At  Queenstown  height.     Sheffie,  brave,  yet  vile — 
At  York* — to  plan  deep  murder  with  a  smile. 
Barclay,  at  Maiden,  buoy'd  with  conquering  hope, 
Constructs  a  fleet  with  Perry  proud  to  cope. 
Yeo,  at  Kingston,  through  Ontario's  sea. 
To  sail  for  Chauncy,  bow  him  to  the  knee. 
Downie  unfurls  his  Cross  upon  Champlain 
To  make  the  efforts  of  Macdonough  vain. 

At  Brock's  retirement  from  the  army  west, 
Proctor  bore  rule,  with  staining  vice  debas'd :  20 

*  Litile  York. 
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Cruel,  but  yet  a  coward  in  the  fight ; 
Scenes  of  cold  death  his  keenest  joy  excite. 
A  braggart  in  command,  a  deer  to  fly — 
A  sycophant,  when  met  with  valour's  eye. 

The  next  to  Proctor  in  commission,  stood 
The  faithless  Klliol — treason  in  his  blood — 
At  birth  enfranchised — how  severe  to  tell — 
Link'd  in  close  union  with  this  son  of  hell ! 
The  deed  proclaims  him  through  the  earth  abhorr'd — 
An  adder  in  his  heart — a  saint  in  word.  30 

Dexon  and  Short  are  balanced  in  their  fame — 
Reptiles  of  earth  would  brighten  by  their  name. 

Chambers,  in  rank  the  third  from  Proctor,  holds. 
And  to  the  world  his  character  unfolds 
A  brighter  scene.     He  in  the  strife  appears 
A  man  of  honour,  unappallM  by  fears. 

The  hordes  of  savages  Tecumseh  leads — 
A  chief,  whose  heart  was  known  for  generous  deeds. 
Though  rais'd  uncultur'd  in  the  forest  wild, 
Nature  had  stain'd  him  from  a  lisping  child  40 

With  marks  superior,  to  command  with  awe 
In  happy  peace,  or  in  tumultuous  war. 

Fame  tells  the  circumstance,  that  while  a  youth, 
His  sire  he  foUow'd  from  the  hunter's  booth — 
A  crouching  panther,  from  an  elm  on  high, 
Leap'd — and  his  father  grappled  by  his  thigh. 
Fearless  he  stood,  and  drew  his  feathered  dart, 
And  pierc'd  the  foaming  monster  through  her  heart. 
His  father  rescued — bold  he  sought  her  lair — 
Confined  her  snapping  whelps — his  bosom  bare, —      50 
And  bore  them  to  his  cabin  in  th^^  wood 
AVhere  by  degrees  he  tara'd  their  frenzied  blood— 
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Frequent  he  mounted — rode  them  for  his  sport 
Around  the  borders  of  his  father's  court, 
Which  raisM  a  smile  from  his  unsmiling  peers, 
Musing  in  silence  on  his  future  years. 

His  mind  is  piercing" — quick  to  apprehend 
Tiie  hidden  purpose  of  his  foe,  or  friend. 
His  tongue  speaks  eloquence  :  and  though  a  flame 
In  war— in  peace  he  moves  a  gentle  stream.  60 

Cawataw  and  Tekelah  massacre, 
But  yet  a  difference  in  their  character  ; 
The  former  tortures  his  unhappy  foe, 
The  latter  sluys  him  with  decisive  blow. 

A  gloomy  host,  whom  desperate  deeds  delight, 
With  these  their  leaders  were  encamp'd  for  night 
At  Maiden,  on  the  borders  of  the  lake. 
Ready  to  glide  the  ice  when  day  should  break, 
A  larger  compass  of  the  soil  to  gain 
By  giving  strength  to  Reynolds  on  the  plain  :  70 

But  when  they  heard  the  distant  battle  sound, 
Alarm'd,  they  rose,  and  startled  at  a  bound. 

Now  Reynolds,  faint,  returning  from  the  fray, 
Met  them  advancing  at  declining  day — 
Proclor  beheld  him  with  sarcastic k  look. 
And  thus  ungfenerous  to  the  warrior  spoke  : 

"  Wherefore  is  this  ?  What  causes  you  to  yield  ? 
Why,  like  a  deer,  do  you  forsake  the  field  ? 
What,  does  your  heart  no  valiant  drops  afford, 
That  your  hand,  trembling,  should  let  fall  the  sword  ?   80 

Your  cheek  with  maiden  blushes  '* 

Reynolds  rais'd — 
And  touch'd  his  blade— his  eye  indignant  blazM  : 
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"  Forbear  ! — And  have  I  to  my  utmost  stood, 
Till  half  my  numbers  spent  their  dearest  blood  ; 
Against  superior  bayonets,  bar'd  my  breast — 
Beneath  a  cloud  of  vaulting  fire  oppressed. 
Thus  to  receive  th'  abuses  of  the  tongue  ? 
Ingratitude  !  insufferable  wrong  ! 
Preserved  my  shatter'd  legions  from  defeat — 
In  such  disaster,  vict'ry  was  retreat,  90 

To  bear  this  vulgar  taunting  to  my  face  ? 
It  proves  you  wanting  of  a  soldier's  grace. 
To  such  indignity,  ray  soul  cries  shame — 
I  would  my  heart  were  buried  in  the  flame  !" 

Proctor  keen  felt  the  sharpness  of  rebuke — 
His  colour  went  and  came — a  coward  look  ; 
But  when  was  past  the  fluttering  of  his  breast, 
Halting  he  ansvver'd  with  a  fallen  crest : 

"  No  censure  was  designed  by  what  was  said— 
Sooner  my  tongue  would  trifle  with  the  dead.  100 

A  freak  of  idle  raillery  was  meant — 
That  was  the  measure  of  my  vain  intent. 

"  The  theme  no  more  ;  thy  character  is  known 
With  those,  who  add  an  honour  to  the  throne. 
But  now  their  numbers  and  their  campraent  show, 
That  we  may  plan  a  final  overthrow. 
On  virtue's  rock,  thy  soul  is  bas'd  too  strong 
To  heed  th'  unguarded  playthings  of  the  tongue." 

Reynolds  with  dignity  in  turn  replied  : 
"  'Tis  now  no  time  with  discords  to  divide  ;  110 

In  this,  the  weakness  of  Columbia  lies — 
Their  wide  divisions  give  us  hope  to  rise. 
I'll  bury  private  piques  for  public  good. 
As  every  man  that  loves  his  country  should. 
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When  near  the  foe,  'tis  then  a  warriour's  part 
To  root  resentment  from  his  swelling  heart. 

"  Lo,  as  the  sun  his  proud  meridian  past, 
Kentucky's  strength  came  pouring  like  a  blast. 
Them,  for  three  efforts,  desperate  we  withstood. 
Whilst  many  a  warriour  strangled  in  his  blood.  120 

At  length,  excited,  as  with  fiery  breath, 
They  rose  to  drive  us  to  the  vale  of  death  : 
Retreat  ensu'd — unbroken — compact — slow— 
With  all  our  faces  opposite  the  foe. 

"  A  faithful  spy  I  left  upon  the  rear, 
And  every  moment  apprehend  him  here, 
I  bade  him  watch  their  motions  and  return  [burn." 

When  they  their  guards  should  place,    and  nighl-fires 

Proctor,  half  smiling  with  quick  voice  rejoin'd  : 
This  foresight'prudence  speaks  your  active  mind.      130 
Here  we'll  abide  the  coming  of  the  spy  " 

Scarce  had  he  finish'd.  when  the  herald  nigh, 
Began  with  panting  breath :  "  I've  skimm'd  the  road 
Swift  as  the  steed  would  bound  beneath  the  goad  : 
Their  right  division  slumbers  on  the  field. 
With  no  defence,  save  in  their  hands,  they  wield. 

"  Their  left  and  centre,  guarded  'gainst  assault 
By  planted  cedars,  difficult  to  vault. 
Except  a  slender  guard,  all  seem  profound 
Lost  in  their  sleep,  in  tents  upon  the  ground"  140 

Now  had  the  leaders  gatherM  round  the  spy. 
Who  scarce  had  clos'd,  when  Proctor  made  reply  ; 

"  Each  chief,  each  officer,  attend  my  will — 
With  strict  regard  each  circumstance  fulfil. 
u 
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"  Here  brief,  our  warriours,  we'll  indulge  their  sleep  ; 
But  when  yon  star  shines  high  with  stillness  deep, 
Each  his  comnjand  in  marching  order  play, 
To  gain  the  village,  ere  the  appearing  day. 

"  When  revielle  shall  hail  th'  approaching  light, 
Tecumseh,  rush  and  break  upon  their  right.  150 

Cawataw  and  Tekelah,  lead  your  band 
Beyond  the  stream,  that  none  escape  the  land  ; 
And  should  they  strive  from  massacre  to  ^y, 
Butcher — lay  waste --on  scalping-knife  rely. 
No  death  forbear  !     Free  plunder  I  proclaim  ; 
None  shall  have  life  to  boast  he  had  a  name. 

"  Brothers  !  for  you  our  sovereign  hath  prepared. 
For  every  scalp^  a  bountiful  reward. 
Batter,  of  those  who  bleed,  their  skulls  in  sport. 
For  we  with  them  shall  decorate  our  court  l60 

At  York,*  Quebeck,  at  Kingston,  Maiden,  good 
To  show  the  valour  of  the  red  man's  blood. 

"  Not  woman  is  my  heart,  hence  small  my  care 
If  from  the  capturM  you  should  seize  the  hair. 
So  passing  well  you  understand  the  art. 
You'll  tear  it  off  without  a  fluttering  heart. 
The  gold  is  yours,  what  sort  soe'er  you  bring  ^ 
Such  is  the  liberal  promise  of  the  king  ! 
There's  no  distinction  of  the  price  for  kind. 
Sires,  infants,  mothers,  virgins,  lame,  or  blind.  170 

^'  Think  how  they've  plunder'd,  robb'd  you  of  the  soilj 
And  it  must  cause  your  every  vein  to  boil. 
Lo,  now's  the  offer'd  time  to  search  their  blood — 
To  tear  their  hearts  and  eat  their  fleih  for  food  !" 

*  LiUle  York. 
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Willie  thus  the  monster  to  the  savage  spoke, 
His  lungs  exhal'd  a  pestilential  smoke, 
Such  as  the  damn'd  breathe  out,  who  horrid  dwell 
In  deepest  confines  of  the  hottest  hell. 

Tecuniseh  paus'd,  and  thus  :  "  I've  fought  in  war — 
Look  here,  my  breast  !  'tis  mark'd  with  many  a  scar.  180 
Tecuraseh  never  fled — his  soul  is  brave — 
His  heel  he  never  turn'd  his  life  to  save. 

"  Brother,  the  Spirit  Great  beholds  us  here — 
Our  heart,  our  action,  in  his  sight  appear. 
In  fight,  Tecumseh  feels  himself  on  fire — 
Death  fills  his  soul,  when  heaps  on  heaps  expire  ; 
But  cold  in  blood,  Tecumseh  never  kill'd — 
He  binds  the  wounds  that  bleed  upon  the  field. 
Kentucky  knows  no  fear — me  love  the  brave  ; 
He  yield — ask  peace — my  hand  be  stretched  to  save.  190 
Tecumseh  eats  no  heart — nor  drinks  he  blood— 
The  elk  and  deer,  the  bufialoe,  his  food . 

"  Never,  in  war,  Tecumseh  woman  slew— 
His  hands,  he  never  in  their  blood  imbrue. 
He  lead  the  blind,  he  aid  the  lame  to  walk — 
He  teach  the  young — with  aged,  hold  a  talk. 

"  And  does  your  king,  your  sovereign  monarch  wear, 
And  other  royal  chiefs,  the  matted  hair  ? 
We  for  our  children  keep  them  in  their  gore — 
Never  I  knew  them  other  use  before."  200 

While  thus  Tecumseh  stern — Proctor  look'd  wild- 
Then  cower'd  to  earth,  and  then  an  idiot  smil'd. 
At  times  confounded, — burnt  with  anger  now, 
Thon,  coward  guilt  subdu'd  liis  haggard  brow. 
At  length,  unwittingly  :  "  Brother,  I  feel 
That  you  in  battle  have  made  red  your  steel 
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With  many  an  infant's - 


"  No  :  not  this  I  meant, 
But  that  your  enemies  to  death  you've  sent, 
Emptied  of  blood — Their  scalps  we  use 

"  At  more  convenient  season  I'll  declare,  210 

How  we  in  love-knots  braid  the  gory  hair  : 
But  time  now  calls  iis  to  our  couch  away, 
To  give  our  hearts  bold  vigour  for  the  fray.'' 

T'  avoid  his  farther  questions  he  retir'd 
With  step  uncouth,  as  with  the  moon  inspired. 

Bent  on  revenge,  at  midnight  grim  they  rise. 
And  silent  move,  the  Patriots  to  surprise. 

Still  is  the  solemn  hour — no  light  airs  creep 
Along  the  frozen  heath.     The  live  things  sleep. 
Soft  from  the  clouds  the  feather-footed  snow  220 

Descends  and  clothes  the  russet  plains  below. 
The  forest  whitening,  dissipates  the  gloom 
Of  heavy  darkness  ;  like  a  May-day  bloom 
Of  sugar-scented  orchard — gladdening  sight ; 
Like  a  fair  virgin  in  her  robes  of  white. 
The  enemy,  assisted  by  the  snow, 
Pursue  the  path  to  bring  the  Star-flag  low. 

The  instant  they  approach  the  village  plain, 
Its  rear  Cawataw  and  Tekelah  gain. 
Tecumseh  hovers  on  the  fenceless  right,  230 

Where  Lewis,  Allen,  slumber  off  the  night. 
Proctor  his  engines  levels  at  the  mark. 
Which  Madison  defends  from  inroads  dark. 
With  lynx's  eye  they  ken  their  destin'd  prey 
To  raise  the  hell-scream  at  the  sign  of  day. 
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Thus  wolves  in  secret  watch  the  quiet  sheep, 
While  on  soft  flowers  in  innocence  thoy  sleep. 
Their  naouths,  half  open,  drule  to  taste  the  food, 
And  slake  their  parch'd-up  jaws  with  fattening  blood  : 

So  watch  the  savages. — At  length  they  see  240 

The  twiligiit  gleam,  and  hear  the  revielle  ! 

They  rise — plunge  forward, — hell  outscrearaing  loud, 
Tecuaiseh  flames,  like  burning  midnight  cloud  ; 
The  planted  cannon  breathe  a  fiery  breath — 
The  sleepers  waken  at  the  voice  of  death  ! 

As  when  the  angel-minister  of  wrath 
Shall  stand  with  foot  upon  the  sea  and  earth — 
And  in  the  terrours  of  his  God  proclaim 
The  hour  arriv'd,  that  melts  the  world  with  flame  ; 
The  nations  waken  at  the  voice,  dismay'd —  250 

And  mark  the  shining  spheres  in  blood  to  fade : 

So  the  dire  peal  froze  every  bosom  dumb, 
As  though  tiie  judgment-day  of  heaven  had  come. 
But  soon  they  rose,  like  tigers  from  their  lair, 
And  lit  their  courage  from  the  torch  despair. 
Fierce  from  his  covert,  Madison  drew  aim 
With  certain  rifles  at  the  cannon's  flame. 

The  rous'd-up  Allen,  instant  of  the  peal, 
Sprang — leap'd  his  charger — touch'd  him  with  his  heel— 
And  flashed  along  the  plain,  a  meteor  light —  260 

By  word  and  action  stirring  up  the  fight  : 

"  To  arras !  snatch  arms  !    Stand  forward  in  the  blast  I 
Battle  unbending,  while  that  life  shall  last  ! 
Dissolve — melt  down  the  enemy  with  heat  ; 
If  death  be  ours,  his  spear  we'll  smiling  greet !" 
24* 
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His  warriours  break  their  panick-spell,  and  form, 
And  fill  the  icy  elements  with  storm  ; 
Incessant  vollies  roll  impetuous,  dire — 
The  ranks  of  either  army  vault  with  fire. 

Yet  still  the  savages  the  brave  surround  ;  270 

Blood-strangled  heaps  lie  smoking  on  the  ground. 
Allen,  a  besom,  through  the  wild  men  strode  ; 
In  nerveless  attitude,  they  view'd  his  might — 
And,  for  a  time,  forgotten  was  the  fight. 

So  when  mad  whirlwinds  down  the  mountains  pour, 
AVhilst  round  their  skirts  the  stormy  spirits  roar — 
Bending  the  pines  of  heaven — rending  the  oaks — 
The  sohd  mountain,  from  its  basement,  rocks  ; 
The  howling  monsters  shudder  in  their  dread,  280 

Unknown,  if  breathing — or  their  bodies,  dead  ! 
At  length,  recover'd  from  their  dumb  despair, 
They  fly  precipitate  from  ruin  there  : 

So  stood  the  wild  men,  motionless  with  awe 
To  mark  the  hero  kindle  in  the  war  ; 
But,  when  recover'd  partial  from  surprise, 
Back  they  recoil,  whilst  fire  in  thunder  flies. 

Tecumseh  rallies — heads  his  foaming  tribe, 
His  big  heart  swelling  with  a  warriour's  pride  : 

"  Pour  on  to  battle  with  the  force  of  death  !         290 
Let  breathing  life  be  strangled  of  its  breath  I 
As  when  the  lake  is  toss'd  to  heaven  in  wrath, 
Follow  Tecumseh  !     Open  out  a  path  !" 

He  said  ;  and  peal'd  the  yell  with  triple  rage, 
Arms  clash  with  arms,  and  flames  with  flames  engage. 
The  tumult  thickeus  with  a  deafening  sound  ; 
Fresh  streams  of  blood  gush  frequent  on  the  ground. 
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Once  more  the  wild  men  seem  to  yield  the  fight  ; 
Where  Allen  labours,  numbers  gasp  in  night. 
His  falchion  sparkles  like  a  blade  of  fire  ;  300 

Before  its  edge,  his  bravest  foes  expire. 

Tecumseh,  rising  to  his  heiglit  supreme, 
Maddened  his  bands  to  rush  upon  the  flame. 
They  meet  impetuous — ruin  in  their  eye  — 
Streams  of  live  lightnings  from  their  falchions  fly, 
As  edge  to  edge  they  clash  !     Lo,  Allen's  aim 
Glanc'd  from  the  skull — void  on  the  shoulder  came, 
Cleaving  the  bone.     Tecumseh's  anger  flowM  ; 
Pressing  his  heart,  whilst  death's  grim  look  he  show'd — 
And,  at  a  blow,  struck  Allen  to  the  brain  ;  310 

Reeling  he  falls  upon  the  gory  plain, 
Like  elm  majestick  by  the  woodman  slain. 
His  Spirit  mounts  upon  the  wings  of  fire 
To  reach  the  world  that  satisfies  desire. 

Lo,  as  he  fell,  the  savage  started  round, 
Struck  to  behold  him  prostrate  on  the  ground  : 
But  thought  returning,  they  their  fears  dismiss, 
And  round  the  ruin'd  warriour  darkening  press, 
Graspiug  his  matted  locks  to  bare  his  head  ; 
But  lo  !  Tecumseh  threatens  vengeance  dread  :       320 

"  Forbear  !  I  speak  the  word.     Sharp  flames  ye  feel, 
Who  dare  to  touch  the  hero  with  their  steel  ! 
The  warriour  bold  me  lov'd — a  breast  of  fire  ; 
He  breath'd  a  soul,  that  valiant  men  admire. 
Like  a  big  oak,  he  fell — renown'd  in  fame  ; 
Let  not  a  finger  dare  his  form  to  maim  !" 

Aw'd  by  his  voice,  they  scatter'd  from  their  prey, 
As  when  a  tempest  sweeps  the  clouds  away. 
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Soon  as  the  brave  beheld  their  leader  low, 
They  broke,  dishearten'd,  through  the  drifted  snow,  330 
To  where  Cawataw  and  Tekelah  knelt, 
Watching  their  time  to  cause  their  lives  to  melt. 
With  aspect  hideous  as  the  fiends  beneath, 
They  burst  with  yelling  to  the   scene  of  death, 
Their  standard  waving  blood  !     Deaf— deaf  to  voice 
Of  pleading  mercy — in  their  hell,  rejoice. 

Lewis  the  Patriots  labours  to  re-form  : 
<^  Stand  in  a  cube,  and  die  with  soul  in  storm  !- 
Let  the  heart  burn  with  courage  from  despair, 
Till  the  brow  shows  the  image  of  it  there —  340 

Image  of  death  with  a  convulsive  air  ! 
This, — this  our  only  hope  !     In  vain  to  fly — 
Blood  be  our  winding-sheet — and  joy  to  die  !" 

His  voice  was  inspiration  to  the  soul  ; 
They  rise  to  perish,  while  in  flames  they  roll. 
As  falls  the  grass  before  the  sweeping  blade. 
So  in  pil'd  swathes  the  monsters  grim  are  laid. 
But  yet,  so  numerous  is  the  tiger  foe. 
Ten  rush  to  arras,  where  one  receives  a  blow. 
Graves,  Woolfork,  Hickman,  Hart,  MacCracken,  Steel, 
And  others  fainting  in  the  carnage,  reel.  351 

The  learned  Simpson  falls,  a  beam  of  light, 
On  five,  his  victims  bloody  in  the  fight. 
By  small  degrees,  the  wasting  patriots  yield — 
Dead,  or  deep  scarr'd  upon  the  crimson  field  : 

An  island  thus  in  Susquehanna's  stream, 
ClothM  with  fat  pines,  which,scorch'd  by  lightning  flame, 
Kindles  and  spreads  in  widening  circle  round. 
And  mounts  in  volumes  to  the  clouds  profound. 
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At  length,  the  waves  in  rapid  floods  descend,  360 

And  round  the  isle  in  narrowing  compass  bend — 
Inch  after  inch  upon  the  flames  they  grow, 
Till  deep  they  drown  them  in  the  overflow  : 

So  by  degrees,  their  failing  strength  was  lost 
By  gathering  numbers  of  the  savage  host. 

Lewis,  contending  with  the  slaughter,  rode, 
Till  his  proud  charger,  wasted  of  his  blood, 
Sunk  to  the  earth  :— his  foot  the  stirrup  held  ; — 
Tekelah  saw,  and  rush'd  along  the  field. 
Two  chiefs  in  train,  rolling  their  savage  eyes,  370 

Who,  with  loud  shouting,  seize  hira  for  their  prize. 
Tekelah  guards  his  life — the  others  strive 
In  vain  their  weapons  through  his  skull  to  drive  ; 
'Tis  his  design,  Kentucky  shall  advance 
An  ample  sum  for  his  deliverance. 

The  disappointed*  draw  their  clotted  knife, 
And  scalp  the  wounded  as  they  gasp  for  life  ; 
Then  swing  the  battle-axe  in  furious  mood. 
Breaking  the  skull  bones — mixing  brains  with  blood  ! 

Tecuraseh  listening, — from  the  gory  stream  380 

Hears  the  sharp  death-note  of  their  dying  scream- 
Swift  at  the  sound,  he  urges  on  his  horse, 
A  shooting  star  not  fleeter  in  its  course. 

What  time  Cawataw  slaughter'd  in  his  path, 
The  mighty  warriour  with  indignant  wrath 
OutpourM  his  voice   impetuous  on  the  plain. 
Which  from  the  wounded  drew  away  their  pain  : 

*  Those  who  strove  for  his  life. 
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"  Stand  !  let  the  dying  die  !    The  conquer'd,  save  ! 
They  yield  the  battle — but  they've  fought  us  brave. 
He,  who  shall  lift  his  axe  to  smite  with  death,  390 

Shall  be  despatch'd,  and  cast  upon  the  heath  ! 
Me  call  big  thunder  from  yon  cloud  in  heaven. 
And  he  that  strikes,  shall  with  its  bolt  be  riven  !" 

They  rais'd  their  hands  all  dripping  with  the  blood — 
Cawataw  drank  the  streams  in  savage  mood  ! 
Cloy'd  with  the  horrid  draught,  he  spar'd  the  rest — 
But  dug  the  heart  from  many  a  freezing  breast 
To  form  the  horrours  of  a  future  feast, 
To  melt  with  luxury  on  his  vulturous  taste. 

As  Lewis  now  was  by  Tekelah  led  400 

To  Proctor,  grief  upon  his  bosom  fed  ; 
His  eye  cauglit  Simpson,  with  unsightly  wound, 
From  which  the  dark  gore  oozed  upon  the  ground. 
He  mourns  his  fail  with  willow-stooping  head, 
Shedding  fast  drops  of  sorrow  for  the  dead. 

At  length,  thus  mused  his  soid  :  "  Ah,  envious  doom  ! 
O  that,  with  Simpson,  I  had  filPd  the  tomb  ! 
Then,  then,  I  never  should  have  mark'd  this  scene, 
But  reach'd  renown  with  those  of  martyr'd  men. 
Thy  name,  O  Simpson  !  ever  will  be  bless'd  ;  410 

A  beam  of  fame  will  on  thy  mem'ry  rest. 
Mute  is  thy  tongue,  that  once,  sublime,  was  loud 
To  speak  thy  country  to  the  listening  crowd  ; 
And  hold  the  senate  charm'd,  where  Scott*  was  first 
To  arm  Kentucky  for  the  battle  just. 
But  now,  to  compass  what  thy  soul  desir'd, 
Thou  hast  eternal  on  the  field  expir'd  : 

*  Gov.  Scott. 
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*^  As  some  proud  elm  exalts  its  head  on  high, 
Spreading  its  verdant  branches  to  the  sk\'  ; 
Its  breathing  leaves  the  airs  of  life  inhale,  420 

And  catch,  delighted,  the  inspiring  gale  ; 
Sweet  to  its  boughs  the  spring-time  songs  are  given, 
Bedeck'd  exquisite  with  the  gems  of  heaven  ; 
In  all  its  pride,  the  woodman  bends  it  down  ; 
It  yields  to  death  amid  its  bright  renown  : 

"  Thus,  Simpson,  thou,  full-honour'd  in  thy  fame  ! 
And  when  \  die,  O  may  I  die  the  same  !" 

Such  thoughts  as  these  revolv'd  within  his  breast, 
As  o'er  the  bleeding  scene  he  raov'd  distress'd. 

What  time  the  battle  rag'd  upon  the  right,  430 

The  guarded  Madison  stood  strong  in  fight, 
Though  Proctor's  army  corapass*d  him  around. 
And  flam*d  the  air  and  shook  the  earth  with  sound. 
The  brazen  tubes  with  infant  lightning  flash  ; 
At  times,  the  globes  against  the  cedars  crash  ; 
Yet  stood  the  Patriots,  to  their  fastening  hold. 
And  many  a  Briton  into  darkness  roll'd. 

Reynolds  from  Proctor  now  receives  commands  : 
"  Select  the  veterans — choicest  of  the  bands, 
And  storm  the  enemy  !     Too  long  we  wait  ;  440 

Thrust  with  the  bayonet  ;  strike  them  desolate. 
And  shall  Tecumseh  triumph  on  the  right. 
And  we,  the  Roi/als,  not  achieve  the  fight  ? 
No  :  never  shall  it  be  !     Reynolds  !  display, 
And  sweep  yon  standard  from  its  place  away.*^ 

The  valiant  Reynolds  without  pause  obey'd  ; 
His  veteran  columns,  in  their  steel,  displayed, 
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And  led  them  to  the  charge.     But  low  on  earth 

Twice  fifty  Albions  pour'd  their  life-streams  forth. 

The  Patriots  raise  a  canopy  of  fire,  450 

As  though  from  iEtna  did  the  flames  aspire. 

Not  long  the  foe  the  ruins  would  withstand  ; 

They  reel'd,  they  broke,  they  scatterM  o'er  the  land  5 

And  Madison,  in  fulness  of  his  soul, 

Express'd  his  feelings,  and  made  strong  the  whole  : 

<*  Stand,  Freedom,  stand  I     Kentucky,  never  give  ! 
Outlook  the  scowl  of  death,  while  life  shall  live  I 
No  !  never,  never  shall  they  pass  our  steel. 
Till  fix'd  their  hearts  upon  its  edge  we  feel. 
Yea,  if  our  brothers  on  the  right  must  die,  460 

Our  arms  shall  light  them  to  eternity  !"    ^ 

Kentucky  heard  his  voice — determin'd  stood, 
Planted  to  earth,  till  sacrificed  their  blood. 

The  mean  time  Proctor,  chafing  in  his  ire, 
Beheld  the  bravest  of  his  host  expire  — 
To  Elliot  thus,  abrupt ;  "  With  banner  go. 
And  speak  the  voice  of  terrour  to  the  foe  ; 
Say,  that  I  bid  him  to  remove  his  power. 
Or  tiger  monsters  shall  his  flesh  devour  I" 

This  ruffian  order,  which  his  heart  defiPd,  470 

Elliot  attended,  while  his  bosom  smil'd. 
He  waves  the  flag  of  peace.     The  parley  beats  j 
Proud  he  advances,  and  the  word  repeats  : 

"  Madison,  my  brother  !  yield,  O  yield  ! 
To  Proctor,  merciful,  resign  the  field  ! 
If  longer  you  maintain  the  desperate  strife, 
TJi'  unbridled  savage  will  make  cold  thy  life  !" 
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Madison  paus'd  deep,  hating  to  reply, 
Wliilc  scorn  and  pity  struggled  in  his  eye  : 

"  And  is  it  possible,  I  mark  thee  now  480 

With  Prootor  leagued  to  lay  thy  nation  low  ? 
Thy  natit)n  eminent — tlie  prime  of  earth — 
Wiilch  gave  to  thee  •dfrecmaii's  honourM  birth  ? 

"  Couldst  thou  this  message  with  indifference  hear  ? 
And  durst  thou  speak  his  mercy  to  my  ear  ? 
But  he,  who  ran  with  howling  fiends  unite 
Against  his  courjtry,  striving  for  her  right, 
His  heart  is  blacker  than  the  souls  that  dwell 
In  deepest  dungeons  of  the  damn'd  of  hell. 

"  Blot— infamy  !    deserving  every  name,  490 

That  stamps  a  man  indelible  with  shame. 
Call  not  me  brother  !    eat  thy  words  again, 
Thou  blighting  mildew — to  mankind  a  stain  ! 
Fly  to  thy  safety  !    hide  thy  monster  form  — 
My  soul  is  kindling  with  avenging  storm  !" 

Elliot  stood  pale  to  mark  the  hero's  brow, 
Scowling  a  tempest-wrath  to  smite  him  through. 
But  soon,  with  trembling,  he  to  Proctor  turu'd, 
Who  at  the  instant  like  a  fury  burn'd  ; 
He  stamp'd,  he  foam'd, — blood  crowding  every  pore— 
His  hard-strain'd  eyeballs  oozing  drops  of  gore.         501 

While  thus  enrag'd,  lo,  Lewis  captive  came — 
At  sight  of  whom  he  sooth'd  his   anger  tame. 
A  sudden  thought  quick  flash'd  upon  his  brain, 
By  language  smooth  his  influence  to  gain — 
And,  by  his  sway  on  Madison  the  bold, 
To  cause  him  to  resign  his  desperate  hold. 
So  thus,  when  Satan,  in  portentous  hour, 

Stood  gazing  on  the  charnig  of  Eden's  bower, 

25 
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A  Storm  of  passion  rankled  in  his  breast,  510 

Which  his  rent  features  ontwurdly  express'd  : 

But  soon,  lest  flaming  guards  of  seraphs  nigh 

Should  mark  the  flashing  of  his  lowering  eye, 

He  smooth'd  the  envious  scowls,  wliich  marr'd  his  face, 

And  deck'd  his  lineaments  with  cherub  grace  : 

Thus  Proctor  cool'd  the  boiling  of  his  blood — 
Muffled  his  hell— and  thus,  in  mildest  mood  : 

"  To  be  thus  capturd  is  the  fate  of  war — 
But  now  my  arms  shall  shelter  thee  with  care; 
Thy  matchless  valour,  wliere  death  hurls  his  dart,     520 
Deserves  a  noble  tribute  of  the  heart. 

"  'Tis  grief  that  Madison  should  thus  contend, 
In  hopeless  strife,  his  weakness  to  defend. 
His  powers  must  stoop,  howe'er  so  brave  they  fight, 
And  strike  his  flag  to  our  superior  might. 
Ah  !  then,  not  all  my  strength, — no  human  power 
Could  check  the  savage  in  that  dreadful  hour  ! 
They  stand  with  longing  mouths  to  taste  the  food 
Of  quivering  flesh,  and  fatten  on  their  blood  ! 
None — none  will  breathe  of  life — the  whole  must  fall — 
A  general  murder  whelm,  and  bury  nil  !  531 

**  Speak  but  the  word,  and  you  redeem  their  fate — 
Rescue  your  brothers,  ere  it  prove  too  late  ! 
Now  I  could  guard  them  from  the  savage  ire — 
None,  none  should  harm  them,  or  by  axe,  or  fire. 

"  By  generous  Elliot  I  despatchM  a  truce  ; 
But  Madison  for  this  return'd  abuse. 
'Tis  but  to  spare  unnecessary  blood, 
That   I  in  parley  have  with  mercy  stood. 

"  But  think.  <^  think  !  how  brief  could  I  consume 
This  budding  village,  soon  with  arts  to  bloom !         541 
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But  tlint,  I  give  no  thought ;    yet  should  they  press, 
How  possibly  the  flames  could  I  suppress  ? 

"  Lewis  !  persuade  thy  brothers  to  resign, 
And  righteous  fame  will  be  forever  thine. 
Whose  hand  but  rescues  one  devoted  life, 
In  the  dark  hour  of  universal  strife. 
The  proudest  honour  to  his  worth  is  given  ; 
His  conscience  whispers  'tis  an  act  of  heaven  !" 

Artful  he  spoke.     Him  Lewis  sternly  ey'd,  550 

And,  to  the  serpent  hypocrite,  replied  : 

"  Though  that  my  flesh  is  captive  and  confin'd, 
Yet  free  remains  the  element  of  mind  ; 
And  as  that  mind  thou  bad'st  me  to  reveal, 
No  silk-worm  cloak  my  bosom  shall  conceal  ; 
Art  thou  so  wild  a  stranger  to  the  soul, 
And  the  deep  motives,  that  her  acts  control, 
To  think  I'd  succour  give  to  bring  them  low- 
Invite  my  brothers  at  thy  feet  to  bow  } 

"  'Tis  in  thy  power  to  conflagrate  the  town—       560 
To  sweep  the  whole  in  desolation  down  ; 
This  power  you'll  not  exert  :    I'm  not  deceiv'd — 
Things  pointing  opposite  are  disbeliev'd. 
1  hou  hast  the  secret  of  thy  heart  betray'd  ; 
Thy  darkness  open  to  my  mind  is  laid. 
What  man  communicates,  he  must  have  thought  ; 
This  reason  to  the  soul  hath  ever  taught. 

"  Would  I  advise  my  kindred  to  resign 
To  one,  whose  bosom  is  corrupt  as  thine  ? 
iNluch  rather,  I'd  behold  them  toil  in  death,  570 

And  see  them  smiling,  as  they  gave  their  breath  ! 

"  Elliot  you  sent,  commission'd  with  the  truce  ; 
Would  honour'd  man  been  guilty  the  abuse  ? 
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What,  send  a  traitor  with  the  sign  of  peace  ! 
No  soldier's  heart  would  suffer  the  disgrace. 

"  Noiv  power  have  you  the  savage  wrath  to  quell, 
And  keep  suppressed  the  murder  of  their  yell. 
And  pray  what  weakness  does  your  wisdom  see, 
Tliat  from  restraint,  hen'eafier^  they'll  be  free  ? 
I  fear  your  heart  is  rotten  at  the  core,  580 

And  that  you  urge  them  in  their  thirst  for  gore  ! 

"  Heaven  pass'd  your  lips,  as  finish'd  you  your  speech  ; 
But  heaven,  I  fear  me,  thou  wilt  never  reach, 
Unless  that  hypocrites  assemble  there 
With  those,  who  join  the  savages  in  war  ; 
For  where  these  monsters  infamous  are  sent, 
A  station  thou  wilt  hold  pre-eminent." 

The  guilt  of  Proctor  chain'd  his  efforts  dumb. 
While  Lewis,  answering,  drove  the  subject  home. 
During  the  time,  a  guard  was  stationed  near,  590 

Who,  with  brief  order,  led  him  to  the  rear. 

Proctor  to  Reynolds,  grum  :  "  Mad,  or  a  fool  ; 
The  moon  in  change  has  struck  upon  his  skull. 

"  It  now  behooves  us,  with  nice-weighing  care, 
We  poise  our  plans  on  Madison  to  bear. 
Straight  with  a  banner  to  Kentucky  move  ; 
Whate'er  you  promise,  I'll  in  faith  approve. 
For  twice  four  hours  they've  warr'd  against  our  host — 
The  pride  of  royal  armies — Albion's  boast. 
Full  eight  limes  fifty  press  the  gory  plain,  600 

Beside  the  wounded,  groanino   with  their  pain. 
Pledge  them  their  side-arm  weapons  ;  gracious  speak, 
That  I  will  give  what  valiant  men  should  take. 
Small  it  avails  with  bayonets  to  engage — 
And  ball  and  fire  quell  nothing  of  their  rage. 
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Pledge  them  protection  from  the  savage  hordes — 
And  every  grace,  that  honour'd  war  afibrds. 

*'  But  should  they  hesitate  to  yield  their  force, 
I'll  search  them  to  the  life  in  savage  course  ; 
The  village  round  shall  blaze  with  sudden  fire  ;        6lO 
Ruin  shall  follow  ;  every  age  expire  !" 

He  ended  like  himself.     Reynolds  advanc'd  ; 
His  plume,  deep  shading  o'er  his  temples,  danc'd. 
-Near  the  defence  he  halted  ;    thus  exclaim'd, 
While  generous  feelings  in  his  bosom  flam'd  : 

"  Madison  !  brave  enemy  !  to  you  I  bring 
Proposals  from  the  general  of  my  king. 
He  scans  the  narrow  pass  to  which  you're  driven  ; 
If  you  surrender,  guardianship  is  given. 
Side  weapons    you'll  retain  ;  all  private,  yours  ;       620 
Thy  dead  shall  be  entomb'd  upon  the  shores  ; 
A  healing  care  thy  wounded  shall  receive, 
And  none  with  reason  shall  jiave  cause  to  grieve. 
These  terms  he  bound  by  oath — hath  pledg'd  his  word, 
That  he  to  you  will  generous  aid  afford. 

"  If  you  resist — it  pains  me  to  declare 
His  threats  to  push  exterminating  war. 
The  village  will  be  fir'd  ;  and  every  age, — 
Thy  babes,  thy  fair  ones,  feel  the  savage  rage  ! 

"  In  mercy  yield— O  yield  the  gloomy  fight —      630 
Let  not  mine  e^^es  behold  the  blinding  sight  !" 

A  solemn  pause. 

At  length,  the  brave  replies  : 
"  I  know  the  manner  of  his  fierce  allies — 

26* 
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By  these  I'm  not  deceivM  ;  but  those  I  fear, 

Who  in  the  robes  of  civil  arms  appear. 

The  man  who  threatens  blood — such  vengeance  dire. 

To  cast  our  virgins  and  our  babes  in  fire, 

Never  can  be  true  !     Nothing  will  I  yield, 

Till  death  shall  drag  this  body   o'er  the  field. 

When  that  deep  hour  shall  come" 

Thick  piles  of  smoke       640 
The  farther  utterance  of  the  hero  broke. 
Lo,  with  a  sudden  rush  the  flames  arise, 
'Mid  female  shrieks  and  infants'  feebler  cries  ! 

Proctor  had  sent  Cawataw  with  a  torch 
To  light  the  dwellings,  and  the  aged  scorch  ; 
E'en  at  the  moment  that  his  herald  stood. 
Pledging  his  faith  against  the  monster  brood  ! 

Distracted  mothers  fall  upon  their  knees. 
Praying  surrender  to  his  enemies  : 

"  Yield,  Madison  !  O  yield  !  resign  thy  power  !  650 
Surrender — save  us — this  all-dreadful  hour  ! 
The  savages  !  behold  1     We  shall  be  spar'd— 
And  prayers  of  holy  men  are  thy  reward  !" 

The  hero  dropp'd  a  tear  :  "  I  yield — to  save 
Matrons  and  infants — virgins  from  the  grave  I" 

The  Starry-banner  from  its  glory  fell  ! 
The  banded  legions  shouted  forth  their  hell  ; 
Earth  groan'd  with  pangs  deep-heaving  from  her  womb, 
In  dark  foreboding  of  the  woes  to  come  ! 
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Alas,  what  darkness  overspreads  my  soul  ! 
Why  do  these  tear-drops  from  my  eyelids  roll  ? 
Why  doth  the  colour  from  my  cheeks  depart  ? 
Why  doth  the  blood  stand  freezing  round  my  heart  ? 
Why,  like  the  willow,  do  I  stooping  grieve  ? 
Why  deep,  unutterable,  doth  my  bosom  heave  ? 

The  theme,  alas  !  the  soul,  o'erwhelra'd  with  grief — 
Whither — O  whither  shall  I  find  relief  ? 
What  pitying  baud  will  stay  my  weeping  brow  ? 
Whom  shall  I  supplicate  for  succour  now  ?  10 

O  Thou  immense,  mysterious  Power  ! 
Grant  me  thy  impulse,  this  portentous  hour  ; 
Lean  Thou  from  Heaven  !     My  bleeding  thoughts  in- 
spire ; 
O  touch  my  lips  with  vitalizing  fire  ! 
Give  my  affections  strength  to  view  the  scene — 
The  cold-blood  massacre  of  helpless  men. 
My  bleeding  numbers,  let  them  flow  along 
In  mournful,  melting  melody  of  song. 
Sustain  my  trembling  nerves,  relaxing  faint. 
That  with  Truth's  pencil  I  the  scenes  may  paint ;     20 
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Scenes  that  must  melt — make  floods  of  anguish  flow 
From  eyes  that  never  wept  for  human  wo  ; 
Dissolve  the  marble  heart  to  fibres,  bland 
As  new-born  infant's  from  thy  plastick  hand  I 

Methiuks  I  feel  Thy  strengthening  influence  nigh, 
By  sudden  passion  thai  distends  mine  eye  ■: 
Thou  dread  Invisible  !  is  this  the  sign, 
That  Thou  art  near  to  succour  my  design  ? 
I  tremble  with  its  power  !     It  lifts  my  wing  ; 
By  thee  upheld,  the  theme  of  death  I  sing.  30 

Scarce  had  the  Eagle  sunk  upon  the  dust, 
When  Proctor,  hell-inspir'd,  with  soul  accurs'd, 
Withdrew  remote  his  cohorts  from  the  plains, 
And  loos'd  the  savages,  with  boiling  brains. 
To  seize  the  patriots, — strip  them  to  the  blast. 
Which,  like  a  monster,  howl'd  along  the  waste. 

"  Heaven,  all-raerciful  !"  (Madison  in  wo,) 
"  Where  is  thy  sacrament  of  honour  now  ? 
Where  from  the  savage  do  thy  deeds  excel  ? 
Where  thy  protection  from  this  race  of  hell  ?"  40 

Proctor,  I  call  thee  to  revere  thy  word, 
Or  swift  despatch  us  with  thy  whetted  sword. 
We  stand  defenceless,  shivering  on  the  heath  ; 
Our  breast  is  naked  to  the  shaft  of  death  !" 

The  savage  yell,  the  echo  of  the  drum, 
Smother'd  his  utterance,  which  had  hoarse  become  ; 
A  thousand  passions  agonize  his  breast  ; 
Now  vengeance  rack'd — and  now,  with  grief,  depress'd. 
The}'  think  of  home,  where  sweet  endearments  twine 
To  balm  their  souls  with  sympathies  divine.  50 
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With  deep  heart  silence  they  endure  their  fate  ; 
No  tears,  descending,  ease  th'  op|3ressive  weight. 
Of  hope  bereft,  with  elevated  eye 
They  ask  of  heaven  the  privilege  to  die. 

The  miserable  Proctor  mark'd  the  scene 
Smiling,  with  hell  disfiguring  his  mien. 
But  Reynolds  sought  and  found  him  in  the  throng, 
And  thus  his  generous  heart  inspired  his  tongue  : 

"  Proctor,  O  hasten — hasten  to  aflford 
Succour — protection,  plighted  by  thy  word  !  GO 

Plighted  by  word  ?  what  heart  of  flesh  can  bear 
To  see  them  naked — shivering  in  despair. 

And  not" 

"  Not  what  ?  Suppress  that  woman  note  !" 
(Proctor  rejoin'd,  with  grating  from  his  throat ;) 
Well  do  I  know  the  purpose  of  the  king, 
And  need,  from  none,  remembrance  of  the  tiling. 

"  Cawataw,  file  thera,  and  Tekelah  now  ; 
And  march  to  Maiden  through  the  drifting  snow. 
I,  with  the  Albions,  shall  proceed  before, 
x\ndyou,  in  charge,  will  bring  Kentucky  o'er  70 

Save  the  disabled  ;  these  will  here  remain 
For  your  return  to  ease  thera  of  their  pain. 
Within  the  place  of  slaughter,  them  you'll  crowd  ; 
Where  Night's  cold  breath  may  cool  their  fiery  blood  ; 
Let  nothing  dead  receive  the  burinl  rite, 
But  let  them  stare  at  heaven  with  vacant  sight ! 

He  clos'd,  gnashing  his  teeth  ;  and  ghastly  smil'd 
So  horrible,  the  savages  bok'd  wild. 
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In  martial  pomp,  the  regal  bands  retire, 
Leaving  the  Patriots  to  the  savage  ire. 
Far  in  advance,  Tecumseh  singly  rode, 
Deep  musing  to  himself— his  wonted  mode. 
Proctor  the  mettle  of  his  steed  restrains, 
Leading  the  van,  in  form,  upon  the  plains. 
The  generous  Reynolds  on  the  rear  proceeds, 
Whilst,  of  his  heart,  its  every  tibre  bleeds. 


80 


The  savage  chiefs,  impatient  for  their  prey, 
In  pairs  the  captives  couple  for  the  way  ; 
But  those,  disabled  by  their  wounds,  remain 
To  be,  by  ruffinn  hands,  in  weakness  slain, —  90 

Of  whom  Hart,  Hickman,  VVoclfork,  Graves,  are  plac'd 
With  those,  whose  virtues  have  their  country  grac'd. 

Cawataw's  voice  vociferates  aloud, 
Rough  as  a  storm  descending  from  a  cloud  : 

"  Red  man  !  be  red  ; — Kentucky — vengeance  good  ; 
Watch  in  his  eye  ;  he  faint,  despatch  ;  find  blood  ; 
Bad  colour  be  the  snow  ;  make  white  look  red  ; 
Wring  out  the  heart ;  eyes  darken  ;  open  the  head  !" 

This  thunder'd  forth,  they  raise  a  dismal  howl, 
Like  prowling  wolves,  when  o'er  fresh  graves  they  growl. 
Their  unclad  captives  shiver  in  the  blast ;  101 

Each  painful  footstep  threatening  them  their  last  ; 
Famish'd — ice-chill'd — by  toils  and  griefs  subdu'd, 
They  envy  those  stiff-frozen  in  their  blood. 

Faint  and  more  faint,  the  wounded  tottering  grow  ; 
Yet  still  they  strive,  against  their  power,  to  go. 
Steele  falters — fails,  through  torture  of  his  wound — 
Cawataw  liacks  him  to  the  icy  ground. 
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The  war-axe  enter'd  o'er  his  fading  eye, 

And  brains  and  gore  in  scattering  ruins  fly.  110 

He  sinks  upon  the  earth — a  slender  reed — 

Tlie  monster  suclcs  the  wound  in  triumph  of  the  deed  ! 

In  every  bosom,  terrour  froze  the  blood  ; 
In  each  wild  eye,  fix'd  horrour  ghastly  stood. 
In  Steele,  they  learn  their  certainty  of  fate, 
If  they  their  progress  through  the  snows  abate^ 
They  labour  to  survive — Alas,  in  vain  ! 
Armstrong  falls  back,  and  in  his  path  is  slain.  120 

Young  Weathers  falters  next  :  Fainting  he  stood—- 
His  beardless  cheek  all  pale  through  loss  of  blood. 
He  on  Tekelah  lean'd  for  his  defence, 
And  silent  plead  with  nature's  eloquence. 
The  savage  paus'd  ;   but  lo,  Cawataw  near 
Sunder'd  his  skull  above  the  dexter  ear  ; 
Dizzy  in  death  he  whirl'd — gasping,  sunk  low  ; 
His  blood  stain'd  red  the  innocence  of  snow. 
Scarce  thus  a  lamb  the  flowery  vales  had  trod, 
When  lordly  man  demanded  him  for  food  ;  130 

Cruel  the  slaughterer  stabb'd  ;  death  seal'd  his  peace  ; 
His  sweet  blood  hissing  stain'd  his  milk-white  fleece  : 

So  Weathers  fell,  and  dy'd  the  snow  with  gore  ; 
The  deed  to  crown,  his  scalp  Cawataw  tore. 

At  length,  these  murders  wounded  Reynolds'  ear, 
Slow-lingering,  heart-sick,  on  the  Albion  rear. 
With  loosen'd  rein,  he  swift  to  Proctor  flies. 
Bearing  a  fearful  terrour  in  his  eyes  : 

"  O  listen  with  regard  !     I  bound  express  ; 
Scarce  beats  ray  bosom,  palsied  with  distress  !  140 
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The  race  of  hell  in  slaughter  are  conibin'd  ; 
I  heard  the  death-notes  peal  upon  the  wind  ! 
The  captives,  lo  !  they  torture  in  their  sport  ; 
Let  not  rough  passions  now  thy  brow  distort. 
Let  me  not  plead  their  misery  in  vain  ; 
Britannia  calls  thee  to  relieve  their  pain  ! 

^'  Listen  !  methinks  I  hear  a  dying  shriek 
Torture  the  air  I    Shall  I  the  order  speak  ?" 

Proctor,  half  smiling,  like  a  fiend  began  : 
"  Not  for  this  merely  did  you  ^eek  the  van  ?  150 

By  your  wild  countenance,  I  darkly  fear'd, 
That  all  Kentucky  had  in  arras  appear'd. 
I  hear  a  shriek — another — list,  how  shrill  ! 

Another — hark  !  with  what  despatch  they  kill  ! 
"  Reynolds,  cast  off  this  woman  from  your  soul  ; 

Look  on  my  eyes  !    how  equally  they  roll ! 

1  would  not  have  a  heart,  that  could  not  bear 

To  hear  a  scream  of  death  upon  the  air. 

"  Must  I  here  check  the  march  to  hush  their  cries  ? 

How  soc^n  the  dying  end  their  miseries  !  l60 

Admit  at  times  they  sever  hands  or  feet — 

'Tis  known  they  operate  in  surgery  neat.* 

'Tis  true,  they  never  lectured  in  the  schools, 

Which  serve  to  guide  the  drones  by  leaden  rules  ; 

Self-taught,  they  scorn  the  drudgery  of  art  ; 

They  know  the  skill  to  mend  a  ruptur'd  heart. 
"  And  what  is  life  to  miserable  man  ? 

The  wise  ;    v    answered  :  Noiivng  but  a  span  ! 

And  death  they  terra  a  messenger  of  peace  ; 

Lence,  for  Kentucky,  tis  a  .;  y  of  grace  ;  170 

*  "  The  Indians  are  good  surgeons."— i^rortor. 
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For  where,  than  these,  more  wretched  can  we  find  ? 

Without  nobihty — no  royal  mind  ! 

No  titled  eminence  they  ever  see  ; 

Unknown  to  them  a  king's  sublimity  f 

What  if  they  bare  their  bleeding  skulls  for  gain  — 

Britannia  calls  me  to  relieve  their  pain  ! 

"  Reynolds,  give  o'er  this  love-sick  song  of  thine  ; 

Here,  take  my  station  on  the  front  of  line  ; 

Your  place  will  I  maintain  upon  the  rear  ; 

Their  shrieks  are  not  unpleasant  to  my  ear  !"  180 

*'  I  plead" 

"  Already  are  you  answered,  and  no  more  ! 
Go  ;  be  a  woman  ;  give  the  war-trade  o'er. 
Lead  you  the  way  upon  the  front,  for  fear 
You  at  a  savage  voice  might  faint  to  hear  !" 

Reynolds,  with  pausing,  the  command  obcy'd, 
Whilst  a  dead  pressure  on  his  bosoai  wcigh'd. 
At  first  he  thought  his  martial  rank  to  yield, 
And  leave  the  arduous  service  of  the  field  ; 
But  soon  reflection  whisper'd  to  his  soul, 
He  might  save  one,  unhappy,  in  control  190 

Of  ruffian  monsters  in  the  wild  wood  west, 
And  that  would  ease  the  anguish  of  his  breast. 

Meanwhile  Cawataw  urg'd  the  work  of  death  I 
Full  many  a  Patriot  gasp'd  away  his  breath. 

Now  Brewer,  faint  through  age,  with  languid  eye, 
Prepares  his  soul  for  immortality  : 

^*  Thou  Power  supreme  !  beyond  the  reach  of  thought  \ 
Whom  none  can  comprehend,  or  know  thee  aught  ! 
Deign  to  incline  a  hearkening  ear  to  dust ; 
Vouchsafe  mortality  in  Thee  to  trust.  200 
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Deign,  from  Thy  mercy-seat,  to  bend  thine  eye, 
Thou  balm  in  peace,  Thou  hope  in  misery  !" 

Cawataw  rush-d,  impetuous  in  his  rage, 
Foaming,  and  seiz'd,  with  bloody  hand,  the  sage  ; 
Hard  bound  him  to  a  beech,  with  matted  thong. 
Then  chok'd  his  breath,  and  fasten'd  on  his  tongue, 
And  tore  it  out  :    then  at  a  distance  stood, 
And  hurFd  his  halchrt — sunk  it  in  the  wood. 
Grazing  the  tongueless  man.     A  slender  hair 
Oft  made  the  distance  from  his  thin  skull  bare  .'         210 

At  length  the  savage,  tiring  at  the  sport. 
Hard  grasps  his  scatter^  locks  with  wild  effort, 
And,  while  severe  he  brandishes  his  knife, 
Makes  many  a  feint  to  pass  upon  his  life. 

Thus  a  wolf,  leaping  from  a  hanging  rock, 
Fangs  in  his  jaws  the  father  of  the  flock  ; 
In  vain  the  victim  struggles  to  ret)  eat  ; 
Firm  to  the  earth  he  binds  him  with  his  feet  ; 
And  to  prolong  the  horrible  of  death. 
He  foams,  he  smites,  he  grinds,  gnashes  his  teeth,     220- 
Making  a  pass  to  seize  upon  his  throat. 
Deep  howling  in  his  ear  a  dying  note  : 

So  the  fell  savage  tantalizes  life, 
By  the  mock  motion  of  his  passing  knife. 

The  steel,  at  length,  he  plunges  to  the  hilt. 
Striking  liis   heart,  causing  his  life  to  wilt. 
His  aged  l)ead  is  dropp'd  upon  his  breast. 
His  soul  ascending  to  the  mansions  bless'd  : 

So  a  proud  ash,  on  Catskill's  craggy  height. 
Had  brav'd  the  riving  thunders  in  their  might  ;      230 
And  firm,  unshaken,  on  its  centre  stood 
Against  the  whirlwind  and  the  beating  flood  : 
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But,  lu  its  j^ears,  it  feels  a  slow  decay  ; 

Deep-eating  1  iiiie  consiiraes  its  strength  away. 

A  woodman  comes,  and  girdles  it  around  ; 

Its  scanty  juices  ooze  upon  the  ground  ; 

It   droops  its  head,  thin  scatter'd  o'er  with  leaves, 

And  deep  within  its  heart  mortality  receives  : 

Thus  bow'd  the  sage  :  thus  languid  ooz'd  his  blood, 
Bound  fast  to  moulder  to  the  cruel  wood.  240 

Oft  as  a  ftiinting  warriour  stops,  a  blow 
Sends  him  to  stiOen,  naked  on  the  snow  ; 
While  some,  more  sad,  are  to  the  forest  led 
Piecemeal  to  die  by  lingering  fires  slow  fed. 

At  length,  the  lake  cross'd  o'er — at  town  arrive 
The  monster  train  ;  none  wounded  are  alive. 
Where  things  for  slaughter  live  severe,  they're  press'd — 
The  sting  of  misery  lancing  every  breast. 
Raving  for  food,  their  hunger  to  allay 
Many  throno^h  frenzy  on  their  live  flesh  prey.  250 

Their  tender  feet,  cxpos'd  upon  the  snow, 
Ooze  blood  in  drops — intolerable  the  wo. 
Cramp'd  are  their  aching  joints,  with  cold  made  numb  ; 
They  groan,  they  struggle  to  descend  the  tomb  ; 
But  Death  turns  savage,  and  delays  to  throw 
Th'  impatient  arrow  from  his  bended  bow. 
Lewis  breaks  forth,  a  vvildncss  in  his  eye, 
Rack'd  with  the  madness  of  his  agony  : 

"  Ye  scowling  clouds  of  heaven  !  in  what  deep  path 
Lie  hid  your  secret  ministers  of  wrath  ?  260 
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Master  your  fury — let  your  shafts  be  hurl'd 
With  judgment  fire  to  conflagrate  the  world  ! 
Let  all  your  tempests  congregate  in  heaven — 
And  be  the  universe  from  centre  riven  ! 
Let  death's  deep  pall  coffin  the  stars  of  night — 
And  let  the  sun  be  strangled  of  his  light  !" 

He  paus'd  in  anguish,  by  bis  thoughts  o'erpower'd — 
His  feelings  such  as  not  to  be  endur'd  : 

"  Is  earth  a  place  of  hell  !     Death,  blind  mine  eye — 
Bury — O  hide  me  from  this  misery  !  270 

Such  daylight  bloodshed  ne'er  before  was  done 
In  all  the  sickening  circles  of  the  sun  ! 
Mine  is  the  torture,  mine  !     Alas,  I  feel 
A  cancerous  wound,  that  time  can  never  heal  I 
Was  it  not  me,  that  led  the  Patriots  brave  ? 
With  mine  own  hands  I  dug  their  raartyr'd  grave  ! 
Did  I  not  lead  them  to  the  savage  sword, 
j^ever  to  Shelby  sending  back  the  word  ? 
Yea,  even  now  he  apprehends,  that  we 
Are  at  Presque  Isle  in  all  our  liberty  I  280 

Outrageous  thought !     Thou  Merciful,  above, 
This  mountain  pressure  from  my  breast  remove  ! 

"  The  buried  Davis  rent  the  prisoning  tomb, 
And  solemn  warn'd  us  of  these  woes  to  come  ! 
How  then  could  I  with  conquest  have  retir'd, 
And  every  bosom  of  the  nation  fir'd  ! 

"  This  cold,  this  hunger,  well  can  I  endure. 
But  who  can  min'ster  to  my  mind  a  cure  ?" 

A  siiower  of  tears  came  pouring  from  his  eyes, 
While  thus,  with  soothing,  Madison  replies  :  290 

"  Mankind  too  frequent  'bitter  their  distress. 
When  clouds  of  thick  misfortune  round  them  press. 
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By  keen  reflecting  in  the  suffering  hour 

The  way  they  might  have  shunn'd  the  afflicting  power, 

When,  if  they  had  the  other  course  pursu'd, 

A  weight,  more  heavy,  would  their  souls  subdu'd. 

Chance  sometimes  guides  the  traveller  aright. 

But  reason  is  the  star-directing  light  : 

When  we  proceed  according  to  its  guide, 

Though  sad  misfortunes  may  our  path  betide,  300 

Yet  we  have  acted  with  our  minds  awake. 

And  we  from  that  should  consolation  take. 

"  Admit  we  never  from  the  Isle  advanc'd, 
And  savage  fire  had  at  the  village  glanc'd  ; 
(For  then  we  knew  not  who  the  generous  man 
Who  led  to  Raisin's  stream  the  hostile  van  ;) 
And  babes  and  mothers  had  in  flames  consum'd, 
And  virgin  innocence  to  torture  doom'd, 
And  nothing  we  had  strove  for  their  relief, — 
Would  not  our  hearts  have  broken  with  the  grief  ?    510 

"  Intemperate  ardour  led  our  minds  astray  ; 
'Twas  this  tl>at  caus'd  the  bleeding  of  the  day. 
Let  none  accuse — we  acted  for  the  best  ; 
It  adds  a  pang  to  misery  distress'd. 

"  But  who  approaches  ?    look  !" 

Here  Proctor  came, 
Causing  with  wrath  each  bosom  to  inflame  : 
As  when  that  city  fires  have  partial  spent 
Their  furious  dasbings  through  the  firmament  ; 
Slow  by  degrcf^s  they  sink  to  ashes  down, 
And  farther  cease  to  desolate  the  town  ;  320 

Behold,  a  tempest,  rushing  from  the  north, 
Descends  and  drives  them  with  new  terrour  fortli  : 
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Soon  in  the  whirl  they  reach  their  former  height  ; 
Whole  squares  involv'd,  cast  horrour  through  tlie  night : 
So  at  the  sight  of  Proctor,  every  breast 
Inflam'd — which  grief  had  partial  sooth'd  to  rest. 
Lewis  could  scarce  his  anguish'd  silence  hold, 
While  Madison  his  heart  with  softness  told  : 

"  And,  Proctor,  art  thou  of  affections  void  ? 
Thy  thirst  for  blood,  for  murder  must  be  cloy'd.        330 
Have  you  no  aged  sire,  offspring,  wife,  on  earth  ; 
No  mother's  lap,  that  nurs'd  thee  from  thy  birth  ? 
Think,  think  them  butcher'd  by  a  savage  foe, 
Full  in  thy  sight,  to  rack  thee  with  their  wo  ! 
Would  not  wild  frenzy  seize  upon  thy  brain 
To  mark  their  throes, — their  dying,  shrieking  pain  ? 
Would  not  the  sight  asunder  rend  thy  heart, 
And  tear  the  life-chords  of  thy  soul  apart  ? 

"  Methinks  thine  eye  reveals  a  passion  meek  ; 
The  blush  of  mercy  mantles  in  thy  cheek  !  340 

And  do  I  scan  a  tear  ?     Show  mercy,  then  ; 
O  spare  the  remnant  of  our  wounded  men  ! 
A  guard,  O  send,  with  humane  Reynolds  brave, 
From  ruffian  violence  their  lives  to  save  ! 
Cawataw  oft  declared  with  aspect  grim, 
That,  on  the  morrow,  in  their  blood  he'd  swim  ! 

"  O,  I  conjure  thee,  by  yon  righteous  heaven — 
By  all  the  sacraments  to  virtue  given — 
By  all  the  honours  of  illustrious  fame — 
By  all  on  earth  that  hath  a  tender  name, —  350 

To  stay  the  purpose  of  the  savage  race, 
And  be  thv  heart  new  strung  with  infant  grace. 

"  I  would  ask  favour  for  ourselves — but  no — 
Give  them  all  mercy  that  thy  heart  can  show." 
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While  thus  his  soul  was  pouring  from  the  chief, 
Each  eye  reveard  a  sympathetick  grief. 
Proctor  sigh'd  counterfeit,  as  though  in  pain 
For  those  unhappy  in  the  marching  slain. 

At  length  his  voice  came  forth  :  "  Tiiine  every  word 
Transfix'd  my  bosom,  like  a  pointed  sword.  360 

'Twas  thy  defence  excited  me  to  wrath, 
And  hence,  I  loos'd  the  wild  men  on  lliy  path  ; 
But  now,  in  tears,  I  kneel  before  my  God, 
To  wash  my  soul,  made  crimson  by  their  blood. 

"  Cast  off  this  gloom.     Yea,  future,  you  shall  find, 
That  melting  mercy  hath  renewM  my  mind. 
Soon  as  I  can  make  tame  their  savageness, 
My  soul  will  joy  to  lighten  your  distress. 
Known  are  your  crying  wants  ;  food  you  shall  have  ; 
Be  of  good  cheer  !  begone  thesv)  looks  so  grave  !      3/0 
Coverings,  sofi-wove,  to  shelter  you,  remain  ; 
These  will  I  hasten,  to  remove  your  pain  ; 
To  rest  your  limbs,  I  couches  will  provide  ; 
Yea,  as  my  brothers,  you  shall  here  abide, 
Till  shall  your  country  your  bright  names  redeem. 
And  you  return  beyond  the  parting  stream. 
Ere  Time  completes  th'  unwinding  of  an  hour, 
You'll  find  yourselves  beyond  the  savage  power. 

''  This  to  prepare,  I  leave  you  ;  and  to  send 
Transports  to  Raisin,  misery  to  befriend,  380 

Reynolds  shall  forth  away  ;  ere  day  shall  cease. 
He  shall  depart  to  give  their  bosoms  peace. 
And  surgeons,  skilFd  in  battle,  shall  be  there 
To  balm  their  wounds,  and  heal  them  with  their  care." 

This  he,  with  hypocritic  tears,  express'd, 
Mix'd  with  deep  sighs,  the  mockery  of  his  breast. 
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So,  with  feign'd  anguish,  weeps  the  crocodile, 
While  basking  on  the  banks  of  Egypt's  Nile  ; 
Yea,  while  his  tears  in  copious  torrents  roll, 
Fell  deeds  of  murder  harbour  in  his  soul  ;  390 

Or,  like  a  Judas,  rioting  in  blood. 
Whilst  leaning  on  the  bosom  of  his  God  : 

Thus  wept  the  monster-man — and  bade  farewell  ; 
His  heart  still  burning  with  the  flames  of  hell. 

******** 

O'erpower'd  with  thought,the  sufferers  speechless  stood, 
Pondering  the  cause,  thatbalm'd  his  rancorous  blood. 
Now  hope  and  fear,  altern,  their  souls  possess'd — 
Gladden'd  by  that,  by  this  subdu'd,  depress'd  ; 
Their  fear,  a  cloud,  by  midnight  tempest  driven, 
Now  blots  their  star  of  hope,  then   leaves  it  bright  in 
heaven.  400 

Lewis  at  length  :  "  When  man  hath  once  deceiv'dj 
His  best  of  truth  is  with  a  doubt  believ'd  ; 
How  must  it  be  with  him  who  hath  defil'd — 
Yea,  mock'd  at  life — the  laws  of  heaven  revilM  ? 
What  must  we  think  ?     Should  Proctor  weep,  till  dry 
The  fountains  of  his  eyes,  he'd  lack  sincerity  : 
For  when  that  man  is  headlong  plunging  down 
The  dismal  path  of  infamous  renown, 
The  virtue  then,  his  fell  career  to  stay, 
Must  reign  supreme,  so  hard  is  the  assay  :  41© 

Can  Proctor  thus  be  chang'd  ?  with  blood  so  dy'd, 
That  not  his  equal  on  the  earth  beside  ? 

His  promises they  never  will  be  sent  ; 

His  callous  mind  to  different  views  is  bent. 

"  He  look'd,  he  utter'd,  though  he  meant  sincere — 
And  oft  I  mark'd  the  starting  of  a  tear  ; 
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But  then  a  character,  so  vile  at  heart, 

Is  qualified  to  act  a  demon's  part, 

Or  with  defeated  hopes  the  breast  to  wring, 

Or  the  soul  torture  with  deception's  sting.  420 

«  Smiles,  sighs,  and  tears.  Hypocrisy  assumes, — 
The  robes  of  beauty,  in  which  Virtue  bloon)S, — 
With  surer  fate  his  victim  to  allure, 
And  make  his  prey  of  innocence  secure. 

"  His  tone  of  voice  with  such  bland  accent  flow'd, 
My  heartbeat  musical  ;  ray  feelings  glow'd  ; 
So  eager  is  the  mind,  when  sore  distress'd. 
If  prospects  brighten,  to  presume  the  best  : 
But  let  us  hopeful  on  our  God  rely  ; 
He  can  make  light  this  load  of  misery."  430 

His  reasoning  sunk  with  deepness  in  the  mind, 
And  each  with  silent  tear  to  heaven  resigned . 

By  this,  the  hypocrite  had  reach'd  his  place 
At  which,  in  swarming  numbers,  were  the  race, 
Whose  joy  is  murder.     Scalps,  yet  moist  with  blood, 
They  spread  before  him  in  their  savage  mood. 
With  hell  inspired,  he  grins  a  ghastly  smile 
To  mark  the  horrid  vastness  of  the  pile  ; 
As  down  they  cast  them  to  receive  their  gain, 
He  looks  a  devil,  compass'd  by  his  train.  440 

Cawataw  rude  begins  :  "  Brother,  behold 
The  death  of  victims — valuable  for  gold  ! 
This  white  thin-hair'd,  me  seiz'd  in  his  decay, 
Tottering  with  years— the  sunset  of  his  day.— 
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Her  breasts  were  doves,  from  whom  these  locks  I  tore. — 
These  grape-vine  curls  the  young  Keutuckians  wore. — 
This,  on  the  path,  me  open'd  with  my  knife — 
Sharp  blade — her  red  cheek  smooth,  all  hot  with  life, 
Me  seiz'd  the  squirming  infant  in  the  blood — 
Their  sunder'd  limbs  lie  scatter'd  in  the  wood."       450 

Proctor  with  smiles  the  cannibal  address'd, 
Which  show'd  the  poisoning  venom  of  his  breast  : 

"  Your  deeds  are  worthy  of  your  ancient  name  ; 
You'll  never  die,  but  live  with  me  in  fame. 
Great  is  your  knowledge  in  the  healing  art  ; 
By  certain  charms,  you  take  away  the  smart. 
Scarce  one,  that  bled,  have  you  conducted  o'er, 
Bu  t  heal'd  them,  on  the  way,  of  every  sore. 
In  this,  Tecumseh  div  do  you  excel  ; 
Too  timid  he,  of  remedies,  that  kill,  460 

"  And  now  for  those  at  Raisin  you'll  return  ; 
And  if  they  bleed,  you'll  have  their  wounds  to  burn. 
Elliot  hath  started  in  advance  bf  fore  ; 
At  the  Rock-valley,  he  awaits  your  power  ; 
You'll  join  him  ere  you  feast.     Forth  speed  away  ; 
From  thence,  move  early  at  the  night's  decay." 

He  ended  flourishing.     The  monsters  grin, 
Gnashing  their  teeth,  which  tells  tlcir  thoughts  within. 
From  Proctor's  hand  the  price  of  blood  is  given — 
Outrage — violence  to  earth  and  heaven  !  4  70 

Howling  like  wolves  o'er  graves,  they  file  away 
Just  at  the  farewell  of  departing  day. 

Proctor  communes  alone  :  "  And  now  is  gone 
The  promised  guard  ;  my  full  intentions  done  ! 


MASSA<^E    AT  RATSW.  313 

Thus  I  to  them  protection  do  afford  ; 

For  this  same  purpose  did  I   pledge  my  word. 

By  tears,  well  feign'd,  they,  confident,  believe 

I'd  no  design  their  prospects  to  deceive. 

They  now  expect,  that  I  should  succour  bring  ; 

But  soon  I'll  teach  them  to  degrade  my  king  !  480 

I've  rais'd  their  hopes  on  tiptoe's  pivot  high, 

To  wring  their  hearts  with  keener  agony. 

The  disappointment,  urg'd  with  hunger's  pain. 

Must  cause  a  burning  frenzy  of  their  brain. 

"  I  spoke  of  kneeling  to  my  God  in  tears  : 
I  wonder  if  a  God  upholds  the  spheres  ? 
Chance  props  the  universe  !  the  rest,  a  lie. 
A  breathless  nothing  is  the  Deity  ! 

"  Meihinks  I  see  Tecumseh,  Reynolds,  Muir— 
The  sight  of  whom  not  well  can   I  endure  490 

Fast  they  approach.     To  shun  them  I'll  retire  ; 
Tome  not  pleasant  are  their  looks  of  ire.'* 

Thus  spoke  the  infidel,  and  sunk  away. 
Fearing  the  chiefs  his  conduct  would  inveigh. 

Thus  a  lov'd  offspring  through  a  garden  hies, 
Attracted  there  by  gold-dropp'd  butterflies. 
Tasting  the  sugar  dew  upon  the  rose, 
Or  the  sweet  breath,  that  from  the  lilach  flows  ; 
She  spies  an  adder  in  its  wanton  play, 
All  shining,  glossy  with  the  sunny  ray,  500 

And  leaves  the  butterflies  to  view  the  snake — 
It  charms  bewitchingly,  her  life   to  lake  ; 
For,  while  it  chnrms,  it  poisonous  whets  its  teeth 
To  sting  the  infant  with  envenom'd  deaths — 

27 
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Behold,  her  parent  through  the  alley  strays, 
And  marks  the  reptile  in  its  fatal  gaze  ! 
He  dashes  forth  to  seize  upon  his  child  ; 
Back  slinks  the  serpent  in  the  thicket  wild  : 

So,  at  the  passing  of  Tecumseh's  form,  509 

Proctor  slunk  back,  more  poisonous  than  the  worm. 

Now  has  the  storm-charg'd    north    outspent    its 
power; 
Wasting  by  parts,  subsides  the  snowy  shower ; 
The  silver-frozen  mist,  flake  after  flake. 
Plays  with  light  wing  above  the  crystal  lake. 
As  fairies  dance  before  the  moonlight  beam. 
So  dance  the  snow-drops  o'er  the  glassy  stream. 
The  lake,  delighted,  ripples  to  a  smile. 
Sweet  to  enchant  them  to  its  breast  the  while. 
With  melting  lips  they,  fluttering,  kiss  the  deep — 
Are  gone — lost  in  the  bosom  of  the  lake  they  sleep. 

Thin  fly  the  clouds.     A    streak    of    heaven's    rich 
blue 
Lines  the  white  hills  with  living  sapphire  new  ; 
Yet  smother'd  is  the  sun.     But  now,  behold. 
The  cloud  folds  up  to  drink  his  fluid  gold. 
Earth  seems  in  loveliness  with  heaven  to  vie. 
Such  sudden  glory  burnishes  the  sky. 
The  snow-crown' d  hi  Is,  that  wave  along  the  east, 
Smile  like  divinity,  with  beauty  grac'd. 

Atlength  the  sun  recedes  below  the  brim 
Of  ocean's  deep  ;  yet  still  the  clouds,  that  swim     530 
Smooth  on  the  breath  of  heaven,  imbibe  his  rays. 
And  backward  seem,  like  deities,  to  gaze, 
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Quivering  with  transport  at  his  holy  light, 
Till  far  he  vanishes  beyond  the  sight. 

As  fading  twilight  passes  down  the  sky, 
Hesper  appears  with  love's  inviting  eye  ; 
Her  sister  stars  with  vh-gin  radiance  glow. 
And  shine  and  sparkle  on  the  diamond  snow  ; 
Creation  slumbers  in  sweet  silence  still, 
Save  the  far  murmur  of  the  purling  rill.  540 

Calm  sleeps  the  deer,  beneath  his  sheltering  rock, 
On  leaves  that  autumn  scattered  from  the  oak. 
Air,  earth,  and  heaven,  are  hush'd  in  peace  serene, 
Save  savage  monsters  in  the  shape  of  men. 

With  step  unheard,  the  prowling  clan  draw  near. 
Where  faithless  Elliot  and  his  guards  appear. 
They  pass  a  narrow  glen,  two  hills  between, 
Where  none  but  wild  things  of  the  wood  had  been. 
No  word  is  utter'd  ; — grim,  in  savage  mood. 
With  druling  mouths,  they  hasten  with  their  food.  550 

The  fire  Cawataw  strikes  ;  the  quickening  spark 
Smokes  on  the  leaves  ;    bright  flashing  through  the 

dark. 
The  blaze  leaps  into  life  ;   o'er  which  are  plac'd 
The  ready  vessels  to  prepare  the  feast. 

The  gore-fill'd  caldrons  soon  with  bubbling  rise, 
Which  forth  they  drew  from  deep-pierc'd  arteries  ; 
The  morsels  next  are  added  to  the  blood. 
Which  to  their  carrion  taste  is  dainty  food  : 
Liver  of  wolf,  by  smoke  of  victims  dry'd,' 
That  gorging  on  the  flesh  of  lambs  had  died  ;         560 
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The  gizzard  of  a  vulture  ;  condor's  claw, 

Destroyed  while  feasting  on  the  slain  in  war  ; 

A  midnight  raven  ;  lizard  ;  serpent's  head  ; 

A   screech-owl's   tongue,  that   scream'd   o'er   tombs 

fresh  made  ; 
A  tiger's  heart,  that  bursted  in  its  rave, 
Digging  a  culprit  from  bis  gibbet  grave. 
Brains,  from  the  skulls  of  captives  crush'd  in  wrath, 
Are  seen  in  fragments  floating  with  the  froth  ; 
Eyes,  from  the  casements  rent  of  beauty  fair. 
Look  set  and  ghastly,  like  a  maniack  stare  ;  570 

Young  budding  bosoms  toss  below  the  streams. 
Burnt   off  with  heated   wires    'mid   death's   expiring 

screams  ; 
The  tongues  of  unwean'd  infants  ;  feet  and  hands, 
On  which  deep  marks  appear  of  corded  bands — 
Round  as  they  stir  them  with  their  bloody  knife, 
The  fingers  bend,  as  though  they  still  had  life  ! 

The  steam  ascending,  in  thick  volumes  crowds 
The  spectred  valley,  curtains  it  with  clouds. 
Deep  o'er  the  hills  the  gloom  extends  afar. 
And  hides  the  sparkles  of  each  golden  star.  580 

Owls,  wolves,  and  panthers,  snuff  the  scented  dead, 
And  raise  lone  bowlings  in  the  caverns  dread. 

Pale  passing  ghosts  around  the  fire  are  seen 
Of  murder'd  infants,  virgins,  hoary  men  ; 
Some  without  heads,  distorted  with  despair, 
While  others  flit  along  with  skull-bones  bare. 
Some  are  cleft  open,  walking  round  about  ; 
And  some  look  strangled,  with  their  eyes  burst  out  ! 
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So  dread  the  scene,  so  dire  the  wild  things  yell. 
Forth  from  the  mountain  comes  the  Power  of  hell. 
His  course,  in  night,  was  like  a  frightful  star,  591 

Portending  famine,  pestilence,  or  war. 
To  aid  his  views,  Tecumseh's  form  he  took, 
But  not  the  usual  mercy  in  his  look. 
He  yeird  a  death-shriek, — and  at  once  the  sky 
Appeared  to  start,  so  dread  was  the  reply. 

And  now,  in  readiness — tlie  sign  he  gives, 
And  each  divided  band  his  part  receives. 

After  the  savage  style,  they  gloomy  seat 
In  silent  circles,  and  begin  to  cat.  600 

With  loathsome  glee  they  scoop  the  horrid  food, 
And  smear  their  faces  with  the  staining  blood. 
Like  shapes  that  people  hell,  they  grim  appear  ; 
The  rugged  rocks  affected  seem  with  fear  ! 
Tiic  fires,  reflected  from  their  features,  cast 
A  dubious  glare  ;  like  spectres  of  a  blast. 
When  seated  on  a  cloud  in  midnight  storm, 
Tiie  lightning  glimpses  marking  out  its  form. 

The  monster  cannibals  begin  to  feel 
Soon  the  effects  of  their  infernal  meal.  610 

They  raise  the  song — the  horrid  dance  begin, 
While  the  rank  gore  their  bowels  burns  within. 
Like  fiends  unchain'd,  with  frantick  gestures  dire, 
They  circle  hideous,  shouting  round  the  fire. 
Their  eyes  start  outward  from  their  casements  full, 
As  though  a  maniack  serpent  gnawM  their  skull. 

The  dance  subsides  :— they  settle  round  the  flames, 
To  give  short  respite  to  theh*  tu-ed  frames. 
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At  sign,  they  startle  up— the  scene  renew— 
A  horrid  sight  !— their  features  strangled  blue  !      620 
Thus,  through    the  night,  by   turns    they   rest   and 

yell, 

Eclipsing  deeds,  the  damn'dest  deeds  of  hell. 

So  Norway's  whirlpool,  when  withdraws  the  flood, 
Begins  its  thunder  in  a  frightening  mood, 
Loud  as  hell  anvils,  when  the  furies  pound  ; 
Or    earthquakes,    bursting    from    the    rock-ribb'd 

ground. 
AVith  rising  wrath,  reverberates  the  roar, 
As  though  the  props  of  nature  were  no  more  ; 
The  mighty  depths  come  rushing  from  the  pole  ; 
The  mouth  of  death  sucks  down  the  ocean  whole.  630 
The  waters  ebb  : — it  slumbers,  placid,  still, — 
Smooth  as  a  lake,  or  gently  flowing  rill. 
Behold,  the  floods  return  !  it  chafes  the  same, 
And    jars,    with    deafenings    dire,    earth's    pillar 'd 
frame  : 

Thus,  intermitting  through  the  night  of  death, 
They  foam,  and  madden,  and  regain  their  breath. 

At  length,  the  paling  of  the  clouds  to  gray 
Proclaims  the  progress  of  the  night's  decay. 
They  start  for  Raisin— hideous  mark'd  with  gore- 
Elliot  advancing  with  his  troop  before.  640 

Meantime  the  wounded,  at  the  stream  behind, 
With  trembling,  listen'd  to  the  flickering  wind  ; 
Fearing  the  lurking  savage  would  return 
To  plunder,  massacre,  or  village  burn. 

But  now,  at  dawn,  an  infant  hope  revives 
Their  bosoms,  that  they'll  shun  a  sacrifice  ; 
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Their  eyes  they  rivet  on  the  Maiden  path 
To  view  their  safety  from  the  savage  wrath. 

At  length,  the  scarlet  vestment  they  descry, 
Bright  as  a  rainbow  in  the  evening  sky.  650 

As  this  gave  promise  from  a  drowning  flood, 
So  that  is  hope  against  the  race  of  blood. 
Each  fibre  of  their  heart  a  gladness  thrills— 
A  tear  of  transport  every  vision  fills. 

Thus  a  scarrM  warrior,  on  the  sanguine  plain, 
Through  a  long  night  convulses  with  his  pain  ; 
Each  heavy  moment  magnifies  his  wo, 
And  no  relief  is  ofTer'd  by  his  foe. 
He  burns,  he  parches  with  his  fever's  rage. 
Without  a  draught  his  anguish  to  assuage  ;  660 

Anxious  he  looks  to  see  the  fountain  come 
To  raise  him,  fainting,  sinking  in  the  tomb. 
He  looks  in  vain — despair  casts  down  his  eye — 
Behold,  at  length,  he  marks  the  blessing  nigh  ! 
He  feels  new  life— his  hands  stretch  longing  forth-— 
He  lifts  his  head  with  pleasure  from  the  earth. 
While  heaven  sublimes  his  eye,  he  kens  the  bowl— 
A  gladdening  impulse  dancing  through  his  soul  : 

Not  a  less  joy  their  suffering  bosoms  thrill'd, 
When  they  th'  approaching  of  the  guard  beheld.     670 

But  lo  !  a  hectick  flushM  their  pallid  cheek. 
When  they,  remote,  heard  Elliot's  voice  to  speak. 
Bidding  his  band  at  distance  to  remain. 
Till  he  should  mark  what  captives  were  in  pain. 

This   done,— he    slow   advanced,    with   sorrowing 
look. 
To  Woolfork,  Hart,  he  counterfeiting  spoke  : 
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"  How  bleeds  my  bosom  to  behold  you  here, 
GashM  with  unseemly  wounds,  in  grief  severe  ! 
To  yield  you  peace,  thus  early  have  I  come- 
To  guard  you  forth,  and  shelter  you  with  home."  680 

Were  seraph  harps  in  symphony  to  join 
Prelusive  to  the  song  of  heaven  divine  ; 
Were  all  the  hallowM  tones  of  musick  sweet 
In  one  rich  concord  meltingly  to  meet. 
Not  more  of  rapture  would  the  strain  impart. 
Than  Elliot's  voice,  that  sounded  on  the  heart. 

At  length,  thus  Woolfork  :   ''  Elliot,  O  my  soul 
Gladly  would  speak  what  speechless  feelings  roll 
Deep  in  my  bosom  here  !     It  seems  my  tongue 
Could  strike  at  once  in  some  celestial  song  !  690 

While  thus  you  feel  to  succour  the  distressM, 
How  rich  must  flow  the  current  of  your  breast  ! 
Yea,  more  delightsome  than  the  vernal  gale. 
Breathing  sweet  life  upon  the  flowering  vale  ; 
Yes,  more  divine— 

**  What  issues  from  the  wood  ? 
The  wilderness  in  arms  !  horrid  with  blood  ! 
This  way  they  bend  their  steps  with  banner  red  ! 
Preserve  us.  Heaven !  from  immolation  dread  !" 

The  sudden  terrour  paralyz'd  his  tongue  ; 
But  Hart,  his  school-friend,  in  deep  troubles  young, 
Assay 'd  to  touch  his  breast  with  former  years,        701 
And  soon  he  brought  the  crocodile  to  tears  : 

"  Now,  Elliot,  prove  thy  heart  !  expand  thy  soul  ! 
On  thee,  alone,  our  eyes  for  succour  roll. 
Excuse  our  fears,  though  plighted  is  thy  word, 
That  thou  to  us  wilt  every  aid  afford. 
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'*  Think  of  those  hours — O  think  when  we  were 
boys, 
Where  holy  friendship  scatter'd  all  her  joys  ! 
Revive  that  tenderness,  when,  late  at  school, 
Where  both  our  hearts  were  join'd,  and  soul  met  soul  ! 
O  cherish  now  those  days  of  pleasures  fled  ;  711 

Think    of   the    flowers    that   bloom'd    beneath   our 

tread  ! 
Our  youthful  arms  have  oft  each  bosom  twin'd  ; 
Our  tender  hearts  one  sacred  rivet  join'd. 
Oft  have  you  smil'd  around  my  father's  board. 
And  feasted  large  on  what  the  heavens  afibrd. 

Now,  that  I'm  cast  and  wounded  in  thy  power, 
Recal  to  memory  that  happy  hour  ! 
Protect  the  lives  of  these  ill-fated  men  ; 
O,  it  is  thine  to  stay  a  murderous  scene  I  720 

Thou— thou  alone  the  savages  canst  calm  ; 
Behold,  they  wait  the  signal  of  alarm  ! 
O,  answer  me  my  prayers  !    Their  wrath  suppress, 
And  unborn  millions  will  thy  memory  bless  ! 

*'  By  all  the  hallow'd  vows,  to  friendship  given  ; 
By  all  that's  holy,  or  on  earth,  or  heaven  ; 
By  every  sympathy  that  melts  the  heart, — 
O  blunt  the  murder  of  the  savage  dart  ! 

"  Mine   eyes    drop    tears  :    but  think  not,  Elliot, 
now. 
That  for  myself  these  streams  of  sadness  flow  ;       730 
Behold  this  image  of  a  beauteous  flower  ! 
Alas,  for  her  rains  down  this  briny  shower  ! 
Her  heart  will  break  to  hear  my  funeral  made— 
By  savage  hands,  whose  luxury  is  blood  i 
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"  O,  Mary  !  hush  that   sigh  !    I  come,  my  love,  1 
come— 
The  generous  Elliot  saves  me  from  the  tomb  !" 

He  chokM  with  grief ;  his  eyes  abundant  flow'd  ; 
His  pale  cheek  glisten'd  with  the  lucid  flood  : 
So  gushing  fountains  bathe  a  marble  rock, 
Bright  trickling  down  to  join  the  silver  brook. '       740 
The  weeping  waters  form  a  glittering  spray. 
In  which  young  rainbows  in  their  beauty  play. 


Deep  the  solemn  pause.     Elliot,  with  a  sigh, 
Affected  grief,  and  utter'd  this  reply  : 

"  I'm  charged  with  being  traitor  to  my  soil  ; 
But  from  the  slander  doth  my  soul  recoil. 
No  :  heaven,  all-merciful,  hath  sent  me  now 
To  guard  my  brothers  from  the  ruthless  foe  : 
Like  Joseph,  barter'd  for  Egyptian  ore, 
To  save  his  kindred  from  a  famine  sore.  750 

A  dear- beloved  Benjamin  art  thou  ; 
How  sweet  to  pay  the  gratitude  we  owe  ! 

*'  But  look  !  the  wild  men  in  their  rage  press  on  ; 
I'll  stay  their  wrath,  then  guard  you  as  my  own." 

This  said — He  wheePd  to  meet  the  hideous  foe, 
That  then  had  started  from  the  woods  below. 
With  hasty  marching  to  their  front  he  drew  ; 
But  when  Tecumseh's  counterfeit  he  knew, 
Appall'd  he  stood,    his  virtues  tower'd  so  high. 
He  strove  to  shun  him  like  an  enemy.  760 

The  Fiend,  mistrusting  what  was  his  design, 
Advanc'd  to  meet  him  in  an  oblique  line  ; 
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And  thus,  deceptive,  he  :   *'  I   once  was  calm- 
But  now  I'm  dark— big  thunder  is  my  arm  ! 
I  spare  no  more.     Full  be  my  soul  of  death— 
I    bare    their    skulls— burn— strangle    out    their 
breath!" 

While  this  was  said,  joy  brighten'd  Elliot's  mind, 
And  thus  he  urg'd  him  what  his  soul  design'd  : 

"  Thy  tongue,  Tecumseh,  I  rejoice  to  hear  ; 
'Tis  far  more  sweet  than  musick  to  my  ear.  770 

*'  Lead  to  the  massacre  !  nor  do  not  lail 
To  spare  one  life,  with  tears  to  tell  the  tale. 
Think  of  your  wrongs  ;  the  booty,  you'll  acquire 
To  glut  your  people  with  their  souls'  desire. 
Let  naked  skulls  be  seen — let  flames  arise — 
Let  none  scowl  on  me  with  their  hateful  eyes  ! 
Cdwataw  is  impatient,  I  perceive  ; 
Suppress  him  not  their  being  to  bereave. 
Somewhat  I  fear,  your  softness  will  return 
To  check  his  fury  when  they  frying  burn.  780 

"  Go  forth,  Tecumseh  ;    I  yon  height  shall  hold. 
To  see  thy  wrath  in  majesty  unfold. 
'Twill  gratify  me  well  to  view  the  blast. 
Searching  their  life,  and  hear  them  shriek  their  last. 
Their  scowling  virtues  wilderness  my  brain  ; 
Lift  not  the  hatchet— Ipngthen  out  their  pain." 

Hot  from  his  throat,  a  gory  foam  was  seen. 
As  though  at  savage  feasting  he  had  been. 
With  step  uncouth  he  hied  him  to  the  wood 
To  mark  the  streaming  of  his  country's  blood.        790 

Th'  Infernal  stood,  his  eye  up  m  him  bent. 
At  length,  unheard,  he  breath'd  this  sentiment  : 
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"  Ripe  is  your  soul  to  plunge  with  us  below, 
Where  traitors  dwell,  fetter'd  in  chains  of  wo. 
But  you,  ingrate,  shall  on  your  back  be  bound  ; 
Ten  giant  furies  on  your  heart  shall  pound  ; 
Or  you  shall  labour  at  the  lake  severe. 
And  hear  a  musick  to  delight  your  ear." 

This  utter'd  to  himself,  he  rais'd  a  yell. 
Which  seem'd  to  echo  from  the  gate  of  hell.  800 

The  wild  men,  rushing,  answer  with  a  roar, 
Loud   as  mad   streams,  which   down  the   mountains 

pour. 
With  savage  violence  they  rush  for  prey, 
Like  black  clouds  whirling  in  their  stormy  way. 
So  cougars,  raving,  from  their  dens  come  forth, 
To  prowl  upon  the  tender  things  of  earth  ; 
They  meet  a  flock,  unshepherded,  in  fear, 
That  shrink  and  tremble  as  their  death  draws  near  : 

Thus,  foam  the  monsters,  thus  the  wounded  lay  ; 
Those  thirst  for  blood,  these  see  their  dying  day.    810 

Their    hands   are    working   death  !      Groans    echo 
groans  ; 
From  breasts,  beat  through,  ascend  expiring  moans. 
Hark  !  a  fresh  scream  brings  murder  to  the  ear  ; 
Another  shrieks  with  lengthening  pang  severe. 
Blood  smokes  around.     The  best  of  Freedom  faint  ; 
Live  hearts  leap  agoniz'd  from  bosoms  rent  ! 
The  race  of  hell  thick  bathe  themselves  in  gore  *, 
Brains    dash    on   every    side,    and   life    is   heard    no 
more  ! 

Greaves  and  MacCracken,  striving  from  their  bed, 
Receive  a  blow  upon  their  breast  and  head.  820 
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They  fall   with   outstretch'd    hands,  all   raarr'd   with 

blood  ; 
Their  eyes  in  spasm  roll,  then  close  in  death's   deep 
shroud. 
Tekelah,  meeting  with  sad  Hickman  now, 
Strong  with  his  battle-axe  makes  sure  his  blow. 
Beneath  his  ear  the  narrow  blade  went  in  ; 
Fierce  as  he  struck,  the  hilt  made  bare  his  chin. 
From  sundered  arteries  swift  the  life-streams  leap  ; 
The  warrior  slumbers  in  eternal  sleep. 

And  now  they   ply  the  torch  !     Flames  mount  to 
heaven  ; 
With  darts  of  fire  the  patriot  souls  are  riven  !  830 

Drinking  the  blaze  ;  twisting  in  wreaths  they  die, 
Stung    to  the    heart  with  rack  of  agony. 

With  painful  effort.  Dun,  with  fractur'd  thigh, 
Creeps  from  the  flames,  and  pleads  with  melting  sigh. 
But  lo,  they  seize  the  beardless  boy  with  ire. 
And  drag  him  back,  and  cast  him  in  the  fire  ! 
One  shriek  is  heard  above  the  varying  cries  ; 
See,  see  his  body,  how  it  writhing  fries  ! 
His  hands  are  lock'd  tight  inward  on  his  breast, 
As  though  his  heart  were  sweating  blood  distress'd  ! 

The  flames  approach  where  Hart  exhausted  lies  ; 
Woolfork  assays  to  bear  him  from  their  eyes. 
Cawataw  comes — grasps  Woolfork  by  the  hair  ; 
His  red  eyes  rolling  with  infernal  glare  ; 
He  hurls  the  crippled  warrior  on  the  plain  ; 
Strips  his  skull  piecemeal  to  augment  his  pain  ; 
28 


326  PREDONIAD.      CANTO  X. 

Applies  live  embers  to  the  bleeding  part, 

Which  makes  the  warrior  writhe  beneath  the  smart. 

Amid  the  agonies,  with  which  he  wrung, 

The  monster  shakes  him  till  he  gets  his  tongue,        850 

And  tears  it  out  ;  and,  while  he  sweats  and  throes, 

Severs  his  fipgers  to  increase  bis  woes. 

Then  plucks  hir  eyes  ;  the  sockets  fills  with  fire, 

And  leaves  him  lingering,  dreadful  to  expire  ! 

The  Fiend  beheld,  and  shuddered  at  the  scene  ; 
For  worse  than  fiends  are  wild  ferocious  men  ! 
Big  tears  of  ice  roll  down  from  either  eye  ; 
He  waited  not  to  see  the  martyr  die, 
But  sought  the   bosom  of  a  cloud,  at  hand. 
Which  soon  convey 'd  him  to  his  mountain  stand.      860 

What  time  that  Woolfork  suffered  on  the  snow, 
At  Hart,  Tekelah  aim'd  no  second  blow  ; 
Hart  dodg'd  the  axe,  by  watching  of  his  eye, 
Which,  whirring,  passed  his  marble  temples  by  : 

Thus  to  the  chieftain  :  "  Suffer  me  to  live, 
And  I  bright  silvers  will  twice  fifty  give. 
This  shall  be  yours  ;  besides,  I  gifts  will  make, 
If  thou  wilt  guard  and  bear  me  o'er  the  lake." 

Tekelah  heard,  and  dropp'd  his  threatening  arm, 
And  answered  mild  :  "  I  not  your  life  will  harm.     870 
Bestow  these  treasures,  I  conduct  you  there. 
To  Reynolds  good,  and  nourish  you  with  care." 

This  said  :  He  gently  aided  him  to  horse, 
And  bent  towards  the  lake  in  silent  couise, 
Leaving  his  brother  chiefs  to  burn  and  kill, 
Till  they  of  blood  should  satisfy  their  will* 
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Now  hope  is  seen  to  brighten  in  his  eye, 
Like  sunbeams  glittering  from  an  open  sky  ; 
Yet  his  heart  trembles,  when  reflections  rise 
Of  glancing  death,  that  passM  his  swimming  eyes.     880 
It  seems,  his  blood  to  curdling  ice  congeals  ; 
It  seems,  in  thought,  the  whirring  axe  he  feels. 

As  when  a  peasant,  sweeping  down  the  plain— 
Or,  in  the  harvest,  sickling  yellow  grain, — 
Espies  a  serpent  coil'd  among  the  grass 
With  tumid  crest, — to  make  the  fatal  pass, — 
He  starts  aside  ;  but,  at  the  instant,  lo. 
The  worm  of  death,  to  give  a  poisonous  blow, 
Leaps  at  his  heel,  without  protection  bare,— 
But,  by  the  start,  he  passes  it  a  hair  ;  890 

The  snake,  recoiling,  fearfully  retires 
Swift  o'er  the  field  in  serpent-gliding  spires  : 
Yet  stands  the  swain  immoveable  with  dread, 
As  though  the  reptile's  tooth  had  fang'd  him  dead  : 

So  Hart's  imagination  seems  to  mark 
The  death-axe,  glancing  by  his  temples  dark. 

Cawataw,  done  for  Woolfork,  rais'd  to  smite 
The  feeble  Hart  beneath  his  savage  might  ; 
Still  his  mind  held  him  by  his  fractur'd  knee,* 
Fix'd  at  the  spot,  impossible  to  flee  ;  900 

Hence,  without  thought,  he  rais'd  his  hand  to  cast 
The  youth  to  torture,  till  he  groan'd  his  last ; 
Hard  denting  on  his  palm  his  fingers  close, 
For  nought  was  there,  their  griping  to  oppose. 

*  Where  Hart  was  wounded. 
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Missing  his  object  in  the  rescu'd  Hart, 

His  blood  was  liquid  flame  !  through  every  part. 

He  bellow'd  for  his  prey  :  Not  otherwise  a  bear, 

Robb'd  of  her  young,  while  absent  from  her  lair, 

Foams  in  her  fury  ;  eyeballs,  rolling  fire. 

Shooting  the  arrows  of  unsparing  ire  ; 

Stiffens  her  hair  ;  bellows  ;  gnashes  her  teeth  ; 

Her  look  is  pregnant  with  the  stroke  of  death  : 

Cawataw  thus.     At  length,  bending  his  eyes 
On  the  lake  path,  Tekelah,  Hart,  he  spies. 
With  hell  upon  his  breast,  he  dashes  forth  ; 
Blood,  dripping  from  the  fiend,  distains  the  earth  ! 
He  shuns  the  road  direct,  but  skims  the  plains, 
And  thus  advantage  of  the  distance  gains. 
Beyond  them  pass'd,  he  wheel'd  upon  his  course. 
And    meets    them    like  a    blast,    and    checks    the 
horse  !  920 

Like  some  fair  star,  that  for  a  moment  burns, 
Then,  gone  forever,  and  to  darkness  turns, 
So  hope  flew  Hart,  when  fell  Cawataw  came. 
And  seiz'd  the  curb  with  eyeballs  roll'd  in  flame  ! 

Tekelah  now  :  "  Down  place  your  tomahawk  ! 
Stay — stay  your  arm,  and  hear  a  brother  talk  ! 
Grant  him  his  life  ;  to  Maiden  bear  him  o'er  ; 
Silvers,  twice  fifty,  will  he  give,  and  more. 
Then,  generous,  I'll  divide— me  keep  the  least— 
And  that  shall  be  devoted  to  a  feast."  930 

This  suited  not  Cawataw  :  "  Say  you  thus  ? 
Twice  fifty  only  for  his  life  from  us  ? 
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The  tongue  of  white  man  double  actions  speak  ; 
Me  drink  his  blood,  and  all  he  have  me  Siiek.'^ 

He  rais'd  his  hatchet  in  the  act  to  throw — 
But  Hart  with  artful  speech  suppressed  the  blow  : 

"  Brother,  but  half  that  treasure  I've  in  hand  ; 
The  rest  1  buried  secret  in  the  sand, 
Which  now  is  coverM  with  this  depth  of  snow  ; 
But  bear  me  hence,  and  I  the  spot  will  show.  940 

Now  if  Pm  slain,  then  who  will  find  the  place. 
Where  lie  the  treasures  to  enrich  your  race  ? 

"  I  have  a  father,  with  a  head  like  snow  ; 
Think  how  his  tears  adown  his  cheeks  will  flow  ! 
He'll  fade,  a  withered  oak  ;  no  son  but  me 
To  cheer  him  through  his  days  of  misery  ! 

"  O  think  your  son— the  last  of  all  your  race, 
No  more  to  bear  your  burden  in  the  chase- 
Alas  !  cut  off  in  youth  by  timeless  death- 
Sudden,  convuls'd—cold  stretch'd  upon  the  heath — 

Never,  no  never" 

Th'  savage  smote  him  sore,  950 

Which  broke  his  teeth,  and  lips  all  piteous  tore 
In  ragged  strings  away  !     "  Die— die  you  must  ! 
I  feel  rac  dry  !  me  drink  your  blood  for  thirst  ! 
My  brothers,  frequent,  have  you  made  expire — 
Me  dig  your  heart — me  make  you  slow  roast  fire  !'' 

While  this  was  said,  he  wrench'd   him  from  his 
horse, 
And  dragg'd  him  to  a  pine  with  maniack  force. 
Cruel,  with  double  thongs,  he  bound  him  tight, 
Then,  gather'd  fagots,  death's  sharp  fire  to  light.     960 
28* 
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But  first  he  pierc'd  a  vein  upon  his  arm, 

And  suck'd  his  blood  with  thirsting  vengeance  warm  1 

Then,  from  the  flint  he  beat  the  secret  fire  ; 

Th'  unsparing  flames  around  the  youth  aspire  ! 

Hart  turns  his  body  as  augments  the  heat, 

Whilst  the  rack'd  fibres  of  his  arteries  beat, 

Quivering  with  pain  !     The  engine  of  his  life 

Leaps  with  the  agony  of  death  in  strife  ! 

His  groans  are  answer'd  from  the  sighing  wood— 

The  monster  smiling  at  his  frying  blood  !  970 

With  gestures  dire,  he  strikes  the  dance  and  song  ; 

The  note  of  hell  breaks  deafening  from  his  tongue  ! 

Tekelah  marked  him  in  his  devious  track, 
And  when  at  favoured  time  he  turn'd  his  backy 
With  lifted  axe  he  smote  the  sufferer's  head— 
With  shivVing  gasp,  he  join'd  the  martyr'd  dead  ! 

Thus  in  the  morn,  an  opening  flower  is  seen, 
With  dew-drops  glittering  to  the  sun  serene  ; 
But  lo  !  at  noon,  its  charms  the  scythe  deface, 
And  all  is  vanish'd  of  its  former  grace  ;  98^ 

Yet,  though  its  beauty  die  upon  the  plain, 
Its  incense  lives— its  odours  still  remain. 

So  livM  young  Hart— so  wither 'd  he  in  fire  ; 
But  virtue's  incense  never  can  expire. 

The   work   of  death  is   done.     No  more  sharp 
screams 
Are  heard  to  echo  mid  the  piercing  flames. 
Elliot  and  chiefs,  with  treasure  weighted  down, 
Repass  the  lake  to  reach  the  Albion  town.* 

*  Maiden. 
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And  groups  of  Indians  measure  back  the  road  ; 
Their  hands  and  faces  coated  thick  with  blood.         990 
And  numbers  scattering,  linger  on  their  rear, 
Till  night  rolls  down  her  dungeon  shadows  drear. 

Where  shall  the  poet  end  the  direful  theme  ? 
His  heart  drops  blood  at  sight  of  Raisin's  stream. 
Of  unheard  anguish  are  their  sufferings, 
E'en  to  bring  tears  from  eyes  of  cruel  things  ! 

Now  in  the  sight  of  Albion's  flag,  behold 
The  bleeding  captives  by  the  savage  sold  ! 
The  horrid  scene  how  maddening  to  the  brain  ! 
To  civil  man  how  deep  the  damning  stain  !  1000 

Britain,  alas  !  is  civiliz'd  no  more  ; 
She  wades  in  blood,  and  drinks  the  captives'  gore  ; 
Suffers  her  fiends  to  barter  them  away  ; 
None  a  kind  blessing  offering,  to  allay 
The  sinking  bosoms  of  the  patriots  brave  ; 
In  vain  they  ask  a  charitable  grave  ! 

**♦**#» 

Ye  lovely  daughters  of  Columbia,  fair  ! 
How  often  have  ye  smooth'd  the  warrior's  care ! 
Your  tender  bosoms  heave  an  aching  sigh— 
A   pity,  born  of  heaven,    weeps    brimming   in    your 
eye !  1010 

Stretch'd  are  your  bands  your  brothers  to  redeem, 
Whilst  round  their  souls,  as  light,  your  actions  beam. 

And,  Woodward,  thou  in  memory  shalt  live  ; 
Thy  worth  demands  more  praise  than  I  can  give. 
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Rich  in  thy  bosom  is  the  blest  reward, 
More  sweet  than  poet^s  numbers  can  afford. 
Yet,  while  on  earth,  receive  my  feeble  lay, 
Till  heaven  shall  open  with  a  flood  of  day. 


Now  lingers  sad  the  Muse  on  Raisin's  shore. 
Where  all  the  dead  lie  frozen  in  their  gore  !  1020 

The  holy  rite  of  burial  is  denied  ; 
They  mang  ed  lie,  where  they  like  martyrs  died  ! 
The  vultures  come  and  tear  away  their  flesh  ! 


A  strangling  horrour  binds  my  soul  afresh  I 
My  heart  is  burnt  with  pain  ;  nor  can  I  trace 
The  sickening  theme.       Death-paleness    shrouds  my 

face  ; 
I  reel  with  anguish  drunk.     My  mind  is  lost  ; 
I'm  but  the  shadow  of  a  moon-lit  ghost. 
****** 

Are  these  the  clouds  of  night  ?     My  breath  returns 
Short— panting— weak.     My  lamp  of  life  faint  burns. 
****** 

Ye  passing  Spirits  of  the  murderM  dead  1  1031 

What  floods  of  anguish  o'er  your  tombs  are  shed  ! 
Beneath  the  cypress  bower,  Columbia  stands. 
Vailing  her  eyes  with  alabaster  hands. 
Your  hoary  sires, — your  brothers  circle  round. 
And  hapless  mothers  with  deep  grave-weeds  bound. 
Your  sisters  stoop,  like  fading  lilies  low  ; 
Your  orphans  shriek  the  frenzied  shriek  of  wo. 
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Dumb  stands  your  widow'd  wife,  like   marble  grief ; 
No  silver  tear-drop  comes  to  her  relief.  1040 

High  in  the  wind,  dishevelled  flies  her  hair  ; 
She  smiles — distracted  is  her  reckless  air. 
Ah  !  now  she  beats  her  bosom  in  her  wo— 
She  faints—she  falls— cold  as  a  wreath  of  snow  ! 

Spirit  of  Hart  !  behold  thy  sorrowing  Fair, 
In  ice-cold  paleness,  sinking  in  despair  ! 
Mild,  as  lamb  meekness — beautiful  as  heaven  ; 
But  all  her  soul  to  cankering  grief  is  given. 
Her  breasts  of  pearl,  like  foam  on  chafing  sea. 
Swell  and  recede  with  throes  of  agony.  1050 

Silent,  at  night  she  marks  the  moon's  pale  beam. 
While  down  her  cheeks  unconsciou  s  fountains  stream  ! 

Translated  band  !     'Tis  not  for  you  we  mourn  ; 
For  ye,  through  death,  have  reach'd  the  heavenly 

bourn  ; 
'Tis  for  ourselves  we  lengthen  out  the  sigh  ; 
O  let  it  not  disturb  your  ecstacy  I 

Columbia  !  weep,  O  weep  thy  tears  no  more  ; 
Resign  to  heaven  ;  with  humble  awe,  adore. 
Soon  shall  thy  sons  put  off  their  robes  of  clay. 
And  clasp  their  kindred  in  immortal  day  !  1060 

END  OF  VOL.  I. 
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